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DOTTY DIMPLE AT SCHOOL. 


CHAPTER E I, 
THE FIRST DAY. 


“OQ, pEAR, dear! Who set this basket 
down on my white apron? All wrinkled 
up! Ican’t go to school! And me with 
anew book, bought day before yesterday !”’ 

“It was I, little sister,” said Prudy, gent- 
ly. ‘It was an accident; I’m sorry if I’ve 
hurt your apron.” 


> 


“O, it isn’t hurt any,” replied Dotty, in 
a different tone; ‘not a speck, Prudy. But 
won’t you please button my boots? There, 
I wish I was a horse, and then my shoes 
_would be nailed on, and be done with it.” 


(7) 
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When the boots were buttoned, Dotty 
was in another flutter. 

“Tsn’t it time to start yet? What a slow 
clock! Only eight! I’m going down to 
help Norah hang out the clothes.” —, 

“Just the napkins and little things, No- 
rah,” said she, suddenly appearing in the 
back-door yard with her apron half fastened. 
“Pll have time before I go to school, and 
mamma’s always willing.” 

“Well, I suppose if you must, you must,” 
said Norah, trying to talk with a clothes- 
pin in her mouth; ‘‘but it’s pretty cold 
weather sor little girls like you to be out, 
with nothing on their heads.” 

Dotty took up a handkerchief, shook it 
once or twice, and spread it on the line ; 
but before she had secured it with a clothes- 


pin, it was frozen stiff. 


“Why, Norah, what makes you starch 
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the clothes before you put them out? Why 
don’t you wait till they’re dry?” 

“Tt isn’t starch, Miss Dotty; its the cold 
weather. You'd better run into the house 
before you freeze.” 

“ Why, I haven’t hung out but one nap. 
kin and two hangerjifs, Norah.” 

“No matter; your hands are as red as 
lobsters; and, another thing, you’re shak- 
ing the clothes all to pieces. Did I ever 
tell you how your sister Prudy was served 
once, when she was a wee thing, and wouldn’t 
mind me?” 

“Didn’t Prudy always mind? You said 
she did.” 

“ Well, no; once Prudy was naughty. I 
told her to go away from the door, and not 
touch the frosty nails; but she didn’t pay 
any heed; and by and by she came crying 
to me, and do you believe, there were nails 


sticking to her fingers” 
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“Honest? truly ?” 

“Yes; Prudy remembers it, I know.” 

‘“¢T mean to go ask her,” said Dotty, drop- 
ping acollar and bounding away. “ Prudy,” 
said she, rushing into the house breathless, 
her cheeks and the tip of her nose glowing 
with the kisses of the wind. ‘I'll tell you 
something. Did you ever have nails stick- 
ing to your fingers?” 

“Yes, and I have now,” replied Prudy, 
holding out her hands, and exhibiting her 
rosy finger-tips. 

“OQ, those! Why, Prudy Parlin, I think 
yowre real too-bad, and Norah too! She 
didn’t want me to spread clo’es; so she told 
a hint. She’s always telling hints. If I 
was a Cath’lic, and little girls wanted to 
hang ont clo’es, and make thimble-cookies 
and things, I wouldn’t treat ’em so, and 


say there was nails, when I meant finger 


nails!” 
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*O, well, Dotty, Norah thinks we are try- 
patiences, I s’pose. Mother doesn’t allow 
her to scold, and so she has to manage.” 

“H’m!” ejaculated Dotty, with a curling 
lip. But all this while the “slow clock” 
was busy. 

“Now it is a quarter or,” said Prudy. 
She uttered the words as coolly as if they 
were of very slight importance; but Dotty’s 
little heart beat like a drum. How often 
had she heard Prudy say, “It’s a quarter of,” 
and seen her skip out of the house, kissing 
her hand for good by! As the door closed 
after her, Dotty had always felt as if it shut 
herself out of something beautiful—some- 
thing every way desirable. 

And now it was coming,—the day and 
the hour. She was about to be a school- 
girl at last. No longer a little child, who 
stays at home and plays with paper dolls, 
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but a little woman, who goes out to learn 
the ways of the world. 

As the two children walked on together 
in advance of Susy, every object looked to 
Dotty wondrous fair. 

“ Prudy,” said she, confidentially, “I’ve 
played enough. I may play a little more 
once in a while, but not much. I want to 
grow a great lady, like mamma, and read 
poetry, and write letters.” 

‘Yes, dear; but when you get to talking 
so fast, you keep pushing me into the street 
with your elbow.” 

“Dol? I didn’t mean to. O, how white 
the world is! Looks like a frosted cake. 
Prudy, don’t you wish you’s dead?” 

“No; what an idea!” 

“Nor I don’t, either.” 

“Then what made you ask if I did, Dotty 
Dimple?” 
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“O, I was only thinking about the angels 
sifting down snow. Look at the drift top 
o that store. So hard you could jump on 
“t, and not leave a scar.” 

“Please, Dotty, keep your elbow still. 
Here we are at the school-house. Now 
remember, you must behave like a little 
lady.” 

“Needn’t tell me that, Prudy Parlin. It 
isn’t as if I was some girls, that don’t know 
your A B C’s. Six years old—going on 
seven. Can—” 

Dotty was about to say, ‘Can tie a bow- 
knot,” and would have added quite a list 
of other accomplishments ; but as she found 
herself just then in a crowd of little girls, 
she very prudently closed her lips, and en- 
tered the school-room. 

“Miss Parker, this is my little sister 
Alice,” said Prudy, going up to the teach. 
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er; “but people know what you mean better 
if you say ‘Dotty Dimple.’ She has never 
been to school before; but she can read in 
the First Reader, if you let her spell the 
hard words aloud.” 

“Very well,” said Miss Parker, with a 
smile. ‘‘I welcome Prudy Parlin’s sister; 
and if she is half as good as Prudy, I shall 
never like to part with her to go up stairs.” 

Prudy slid her hand into Miss Parker’s. 
She remembered how that warm-hearted 
young lady had kissed her with tears when 
she left the primary department. 

“OQ, I think she’ll be good, Miss Parker,” 
said Prudy, in a low voice, while Dotty was 
looking out of the window; “only she never 
went to school in her life, and if she doesn’t 
sit very still, I hope you'll try to excuse her.” 

Miss Parker gave the little pleader a 
hearty embrace. 
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“ Good by, Dotty,” said Prudy. ‘I must 
leave you now. Remember, when you go 
out to read, you mustn’t twist your front 
hair.”’ 

“T never thought of twisting it, or sneez- 
ing either. Just’s if—” 

But Prudy was gone. Presently the bell 
rang, and school had begun. Miss Parker 
gave Dotty a seat beside a little girl in a 
dark-blue frock, who had eyes the color of 
gray stocking-yarn, and a dent in her chin 
so deep that Dotty was rather mortified, for 
it eclipsed both hers entirely. 

“But, then, she isn’t pretty, if she does 
have such a’normous dimple, for there’s a 
wart on her thumb, and I don’t like warts.” 

The little girl’s name was Sarah Penny, 
usually called Tate. She looked at the new 
scholar with some curiosity. Their eyes 


met, and then Tate smiled, showing some 
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irregular little teeth. Dotty smiled too, 
making her dimples as deep as possible 
She watched Tate’s chin, and was pleased 
to observe that the dent never moved. Af 
ter this silent but friendly greeting, the 
two children felt a little acquainted. 

“She’s a real beauty,” thought the gooa- 
natured Tate, gazing at her companion’s 
lovely face without envy. 

‘« She has zigzag teeth,” thought the criti- 
cal Miss Dimple; “ but I like her.”’ 

Tate opened her Testament, and let Dotty 
look on with her while Miss Parker read 
aloud the morning chapter. It was a leather- 
covered Testament, and had been scratched 
by penknives, | 

‘““T s’pose she’s a poor little girl,” thought 
Dotty, “or she wouldn’t have such an owd- 
rageous old book! The outside of it’s all 


wrinkled up—looks like a raisin.” 
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At this same moment Tate was thinking, 
‘I s’pose sHx’s a rich little girl,—got on a 
ning!” 

Neither of the children, I fear paid much 
heed to the reading. Tate turned back to 
the fly-leaf, and pointed ont to Dotty the 
words in blue ink, “The property of Isaac 
S. Penny,” followed by the wonderful coup. 
let,— 


“Tf you don’t believe this book is mine, 
Please look on page thirty-nine.”’ 


Dotty could not read the writing, but was 
; delighted with various hearts and darts, 
drawn in red ink, and eagles in black, with 
wings made of loops, and bills made of 
points. She thought they must have been 
drawn dy a great genius. 

After the morning exercises, she sat very 
prim, and looked straight before her at the 


blackboard. 
2 
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“T don’t so much as wink,” thought she. 
“‘T wish Prudy could see me now.” 

But this unnatural stillness did not last 
long. Dotty very soon found that her com- 
panion had a slate, and she began to make 
pictures on it, swaying herself to and fro 
as she drew. Tate looked over Dotty’s 
shoulders, and watched the pictures as they 
grew. It puzzled her a little to guess what 
they were meant for; and, strange to say, 
the little artist was quite as much puzzled 
herself. 

“ What is this thing?” whispered she to 
Tate. ‘TI made it for a cat; but then, I went 
and put feathers in the tail, and now I guess 
it’s a turkey.”’ 

Tate wrinkled her forehead, and eyed the 
doubtful picture with a wise look. 

“Tt ’pears to me,” replied she, hesitating, 


-—‘it ’pears to me more like a tea-pot.”’ 
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Now, whispering was against the rule, and 
Dotty knew it as well as Tate; but they 
both thought if they put their heads togeth- 
er, and spoke so low that no one else could 
hear, there was no harmin it. At any rate, 
so thought Tate, for she had done it so long 
that her conscience was hardened. 

“T’m not whispering to you,” said she to 
Dotty ; ‘“ I’m whispering to the slate.”’ 

Dotty stared a little. 

“But you spect me to hear,” said she; 
“so it’s just the same.” 

When the time came for the youngest 
class in the First Reader, Dotty felt a little 
frightened. 

“T can’t read very well,” thought she, 
“and p’raps the teacher ’ll put me down to 
the bottom of the foot.” 

But her fears were groundless; she was 


placed next to the head ; and though the girl 
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above her could read as fast as a stone rolls 
down hill, Miss Parker said nothing about 
sending Dotty Dimple to “ the bottom of the 
foot.” 

“‘T have as nice boots as they have, and 
ruffles round my wrist,’ thought the new 
pupil; “but they are all littler than me, 
and can read ’thout spelling the words out 
loud.” | 

This was very humiliating. Dotty’s curly 
head sank a little. She stepped out of line, 
and, closing her book, let it drop by her 
side. | 

“Raise your book, Alice, my dear,” said 
the teacher, kindly, “‘and keep your finger 
on the place; that is the proper way.” 

_“ Yes’m,” replied Dotty, demurely, and 
opened her Reader wrong side upward, at 
the same time stepping forward several 


inches in advance of the other girls. Tate 


THE FIRST DAY. ai | 


Penny tittered a little, and Dotty drew back 
in a moment. 

“My mamma never made me stand ina 
straight line,” murmured she, ‘and I don’t 
know how.” 

Miss Parker saw Dotty’s mortification, and 
hastened to soothe her. . 

“T dare say you will learn so fast,” said 
she, ‘that you will make all these other 
little girls very much ashamed.” 

Dotty looked up, and her eyes brightened. 

“You never went to school before, I 
believe.” 

“No’'m,” replied Dotty, briskly, her unu- 
sual bashfulness disappearing in a moment. 
“No’m, Inever; only, when I was at Grand- 
pa Parlin’s, I went some days with Jennie 
Vance. My mamma used to let me read 
in her lap. You see she couldn’t make me 
stand up in a row, ’cause I wasn’t but one 


girl.” 
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The other children smiled. They thought 
this must be a very strange child, to talk so 
familiarly to the teacher. 

‘‘Prudy taught me my letters,’ she went 
on: “A for ape, and B for bat—looked as 
if he had an umbrella on him—and C for 
cat—a story for every one [ learned. Prudy 
told real pretty stories, too. I can remem- 
ber’em now. But my mamma didn’t have 
much time to ’tend to my reading; so she 
said, after Christmas I must go to your 
school.” 

Miss Parker pressed her lips together firm- 
ly—a habit she had when anything amused 
her. It was very clear to her mind that Miss 
Dimple did not understand the ways of a 
school-room. Dotty saw the other little 
girls looking at one another as if they 


were amused. 


“They like to hear me fells,” thought she, 
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throwing back her curly head. “T’ll talk 
some more.” 

“Miss Parker, may I have a drink of 
water? ’Cause I’ve been eating snow ; and 
when I eat snow it makes me thirsty. Jen- 
nie Vance used to carry a little bottle to 
school; but her teacher said she musn’t.” 

‘* Lina Rosenberg, it is your turn to read,” 
remarked Miss Parker. ‘We will have no 
more talking, if you please.” 

The new scholar dropped her head, “ like 
violets after rain,’ thinking, “O, dear, 


dear! what have I done now ?” 
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CHAPTER. 
DOTTY AND TATE. 


“ WELL, little sister,’ said Prudy that 
evening, “ how do you like going to school ?” 

“JT don’t know anything about it; you 
ask too many questions,” replied the child, 
turning away suddenly. 

“OQ, Dotty! I hope you haven’t been a 
bad girl. Did Miss Parker have to speak 
to you ?” 

‘She spoke to me—yes; what you s’pose ?” 

**Did you and that little Penny girl whis- 
per, Dotty ?” 

“Yes. She talked to the slate, but she 
meant me.” 
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“*O, Dotty! And you answered back ?” 

“ H’m, Prudy! D’you think [’se going 
to sit there and not say anything, and her a 
talking to me the whole time ?” 

“« She’s going to act awfully, ’m afraid,” 
thought poor Prudy, who felt the whole care 
of her little sister on her own young shoul- 
ders. 

* You didn’t twirl your hair, and tall in 
the class, Dotty ?” 

Dotty stooped to pick up a pin which was 
not on the carpet. 

“QO, Prudy! I’m going to get me some 
paper, and oil it, and put it over pictures, 
and it'll draw splendid! With butter, you 
know? Shines through.” 

Prudy saw the flush of shame on her sis- 
ter’s cheeks, but did not know how keenly 
she was suffering. 

“T wouldn’t tell Prudy how the girls 
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aughed at me, and thought I was a nidiot. 
And the teacher too, I saw her laughing, 
inside of her sleeves. Every time I think 
of it I want to shut myself up in the closet.” 

“How did you like your school, Alice,” 
said Mr. Parlin, as the family were all 
seated in the parlor after tea. 

“ Pretty well, sir,’ answered Dotty, faint- 
ly. ‘There was a man came in and talked. 
He said he learned his letters with a whale- 
bone. I mean his teacher snipped him 
with it.” 

“Tt was the same man,” said Prudy, “ tkat 
came up stairs and talked to us. I guess he 
was a printer, for he told a story, and he 
said, ‘The man approached the child and 
found her weeping.’ If he hadn’t been a 
printer he wouldn’t have said that; he’d 
have said, ‘The man went up to the child 


and found she was crying.’ ” 
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“« What do you mean by a printer, Prudy?” 

“OQ, these men that write books, papa 
They always use all the big words—don’t 
they?” 

Dotty was much obliged to her kind sister 
for leading the conversation away from the 
primary school, for she had been afraid some 
one might strike in with an awkward ques- 
tion. 

“QO, dear! I hoped I was going to have 
the sore throat,” thought she, as she awoke 
next morning ; “and then I could stay away 
from school. But nothing pleasant ever 
happens to me. When I want the sore 
throat, I can’t have it; and when I don’t 
want it, that’s the very time it comes.” 

For several days Dotty continued to feel 
unhappy, and hardly dared play with the 
other little girls, lest they should laugh at 


her, But by degrees her sensitiveness wore 
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away, and after practising on her lessons at 
home till she could read without stumbling 
over the hard words, she became the gayest 
of the gay. 

She drew her sled to school nearly every 
day, for there was enough dirty snow and 
ice in the yard to afford a little coasting. 
Several of the other children had sleds, but 
Lina Rosenberg had none, and, remembering 
the former friendship between herself and 
Dotty, followed her like her shadow, beg- 
ging for rides. 

Dotty bore this for a while; but at last her 
patience gave away. 

“Lina Rosenbug,” said she with dignity, 
“some days I can let you ride, and some 
days it may not be convenient for me to do 
so. I should devise you not to tease.” 

Lina pouted. 

‘“‘My mother says you’re a big-feeling lit. 
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tle girl,” cried she. “You wouldn’t stay to 
my house; you ran home, and crawled inte 
the cellar; you know you did.” 

“Yes,” retorted Dotty, “’cause my mam- 
ma didn’t wish me to play with you, and I 
knew it. That's whyI rather stay down 
cellar. She said you betwitched me, Lina 
Rosenbug.” 

Dotty was sorry, next minute, that she had 
spoken so unkindly. 

“‘Now Lina never’ll speak to me again,” 
thought. she. ‘“‘ Would J play with alittle girl 
when her mamma said I betwitched her?” 

But Dotty was quite mistaken. Lina had 
heard cross words all her little life, and was 
hardened to them. She clung to Miss Dim- 
ple only the more closely after this; which 
was a pity, for Dotty was really anxious to 
obey her mother, and keep away from the 


beguiling little Jewess. 
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Meanwhile Dotty was becoming more in- 
timate with her young seat-mate. She knew 
precisely how many dresses Tate had, and 
how many she expected to have; the names 
of her uncles and aunts; which were the 
good ones, that gave presents, and which 
were the cross ones, that made you shut the 
doors after you, and said, “ O, she can skip 
up stairs and get my cap-box; she’s just big 
enough to run.” 

In her turn Dotty related all her own 
adventures, both by sea and land, Tate lis- 
tening with a quick twinkle of her large gray 
eyes, which was very encouraging. 

Dotty did not spend all her time in whis- 
pering ; she sometimes tried to study; but 
it was very hard to fix her thoughts. She 
would repeat a word again and again, and 
all the while be thinking of something else; 


or she would mean to look at her book, and, 


DOTTY AND TATE. 81 


instead of that, find herself watching Miss 
Parker, or counting the buttons on some 
little girl’s frock. 

Now, it happened that Miss Parker, though 
a fine teacher, and an excellent young lady, 
had one very foolish method; and it was 
this. 

In the afternoon, before the school was 
dismissed, she asked the children to tell her 
if they had whispered during the day; and 
if they declared they had not, she smiled, 
and seemed very much pleased. All this 
would have been well enough, if the little 
creatures had told the truth; but, alas! they 
were so anxious for their teacher’s smile, 
that they often, very often, told falsehoods. 

Miss Parker had no idea she was tempting 
them to do wrong. She believed every word 
they said. If she had been more observing, 


she might have known that the children, whe 
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looked so innocent, were really sad little 
chatterboxes. Dotty Dimple was amazed 
to see Tate’s hand go up every night in 
token that she had not whispered. 

“Why, Tate,” said she one day, ‘‘ you’re 
just as bad as Jennie Vance! She lies ‘one 
to another,’ and so do you!” 

Tate looked grieved. 

‘“O, Dotty Dimple! I don’t do any such 
a thing!” 

“But nights, when Miss Parker asks if 
we've whispered, you hold up your hand, 
Tate; and that’s the same as to say, you 
never !”? 

“But I don’t speak, Dotty Dimple. 1 
shut my lips right together; ’and how can 
you tell a lie when you don’t tell anything?” 

“Well,” said Dotty, hesitating, “p’raps it 
isn’t telling a lie, but its doing a lie. Miss 


Parker thinks you don’t whisper, and then 
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she praises yon. She never praises me, 
cause I keep my hand right down to my 
side. I’m a great deal better’n you are, 
Tate; but she doesn’t know it.” 

“O, dear! I can’t help it,” said Tate, pick- 
ng nervously at the warton her thumb. “I 
don’t like to get scolded at.” 

“Nor I either don’t,’ responded Dotty. 


“ Of course not—and her looking so sorry.”’ 

«Then why don’t you hold up your hand ?” 
said Tate. ‘ She thinks you’re real bad. I’d 
hold it up, and she'll like you a great deal 
better.” 

“T want to dreadfully, Tate. Id rather 
hold up my hand than eat a choclid cake.” 

Dotty sighed as she spoke, and gazed sor- 
rowfully at the beautiful teacher, whose love 
seemed so sweet and desirable. 

“QO, Tate! Ive thought of something. 
S’pose now we try not to whisper.” 

3 
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Tate looked up in her companion’s face to 
see if she was in earnest. 

“‘ Not whisper!” 

“ Yes; just one day.” 

“Why, we couldn’t, Dotty; it’s just no 
use.” 

“Tl try if you will,’ said Miss Dimple, 
anxiously, “’cause Miss Parker is a darling, 
and I want her to love me.” 

“Well, you may try, Dotty Dimple, but 
Tshan’t! I tried one day last summer, and 
it made me so hungry [ like to died !” 

Dotty said no more, but fell into a thought- 
ful mood. 

O, how delightful it would be to hare 
dear Miss Parker put her hand on her head, 
and say, with one of those beaming smiles,— 

“This is my good little Dotty Dimple !” 

How painful to hear her say, in a tone oi 


displeasure,— 
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“Dotty, if you were only as good as 
Tate! Tate doesn’t whisper all day long. 
Why don’t you try to be like her?” 

Ah, Miss Parker’s lovely hrown eyes 
could not have been very far-sighted, and 
her pretty little ears, with the coral jewels 
in them, were not good for much, I am sure. 
Dotty scowled fiercely at Tate that night ag 
she saw her hand rising like a little white lie. 

“* She isn’t half so good as I am,” thought 
Dotty; “but Miss Parker doesn’t know it. 
To-morrow Ill try not to whisper, and then 
she’ll call me a dear little girl, and it’ll-be 
the truth.” 

So to-morrow Dotty set out in earnest to 
be a good girl. 

‘‘ Norah,” said she, going into the kitchen 
at half past eight, while Prudy was busy 
reading,— Norah, is there any alum in the 


house?” 
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“Slippery alum, do you mean, Miss Dot- 
ty. 

“‘T don’t know. I guess it isn’t slippery. 
[ want a little piece about so big,” said Dot- 
ty, exhibiting the ball of her thumb. 

Norah took down a box from the highest 
shelf in the pantry, and, after searching 
a while, produced a bit of alum, and gave it 
to Dotty. 

‘But I can’t see what you want of it,”’ she 
said. 

“Won’t you ever tell anybody, Norah? 
It’s to pucker up my mouth, so I shan’t 
whisper.” 

Norah sat down upon the wood-box to 
laugh. 

“Who put such a queer notion as that in 
your head, Miss Dotty?” 

‘““O, IT heard my mamma say she ate some 


once, when she was a little girl, and it 
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wrinkled her mouth all up, so she couldn’t 
talk; but don’t you tell.” 

“No, I won’t tell; but if that is what you 
want it for, I shan’t dare give you so much; 
it might make you sick. Here’s a bit as 
big as a pea; it’s all you ought to have, Miss 
Dotty.’ 

The little girl put the precious morsel in 
her pesket, intending to eat it the last thing 


before she entered the school-room. 
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CHAPTER IIf. 
DOING A LIE. 


Tue alum gave Dotty’s mouth a puckery 
sensation; though, to her disappointment, 
she felt as much like talking as ever. 

“ But, Tate,” said she, firmly, “I’m going 
to be good all day, as hard as I can; and I 
devise you not to try to make me speak.” 

This was before school began, and shortly 
afterwards Tate forgot the admonition, and 
fell to whispering, just as usual. 

“Dotty, there’s a boy,—his name’s Dan- 
iel Page,—and he goes to church right be- 


fore our pew. He acts awfully. Did you 
ever see Dannie?” 
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Dotty shook her head. 

“Did’nt you truly ?” 

Dotty shook her head again. 

“Why, he lives on next to the same street 
you do. Didn’t you never see him ?” 

Dotty shook her head with treble force. 

“?Cause I was going to tell you what he 
did last Sunday. Do you want to hear?’ 

Miss Dimple’s head shook as if she had 
the palsy. 

“ Well, ’'m going to tell you, anyway, it 
was so queer. The minister he prayed, and 
Dannie he stood up, and turned round, and 
looked at me. And what do you s’pose he 
put into his mouth ?” 

Dotty was growing interested; thought 
of pea-nuts, taffy, licorice; but made no 
reply, except to scowl as severely as pos- 
sible. 

“His hankychiff! Yes, it was. It had 
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red pictures over it—a lion and a man; and 
he stuffed it right in.” 

Dotty wanted to say, ‘ Not the whole!” 
but shut her teeth together. 

Tate proceeded. 

‘“¢ He poked and he poked, and he stretched 
his mouth open, and it kept going in, and 
bimeby ’twas all in, and the hem too—the 
whole hankychiff.” 

Dotty’s eyes were big with astonishment. 

“Yes, I saw it. His cheeks stuck out 
both sides, and his eyes too. I thought he 
was going to choke to death; and then I 
laughed !” 

The recollection was so amusing that Tate 
hid behind her slate, and shook all over, 
while Dotty tried so hard to keep sober, 
that she tittered outright. Miss Parker 
frowned. This was a bad beginning. Dot- 
ty wished it was nine o’clock, and she could 


start again. 
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“« What’s the matter with you, Dotty Dim- 
ple?” said Tate. ‘You look as if you 
didn’t feel pleasant.” 

Dotty thought there was no peace for her, 
and began to shake her head again in de- 
spair. The more Tate talked, the more she 
shook it ; and while it was going like a tree 
in the wind, and she was bending on her 
friend a feebly furious scowl, Miss Parker 
drew near. 

“Why, Dotty, I am astonished,” said she, 
with marked displeasure ; “‘ what makes you 
behave so strangely to-day? You keep jerk- 
ing your neck as if you meant to break it 
off. The children are watching you, and 
laughing.” 

Dotty tried to make an excuse, but could 
not think of any, and her silence seemed to 
Miss Parker like sullenness. 


«O, dear, dear!” thought the unfortunate 
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child, ‘‘she thinks I mean to be naughty; and 
it’s just ‘cause I try so dreadfully to be good! 
It’s no use! I may eat all the alum there is 
in the milliners’ shops, and it don’t do any- 
thing to my tongue. If it did, it’s no use. 
Miss Parker never scolded when I whis- 
pered, and now when I don’t whisper, she 
does !” 

This was a very unpleasant reflection ; it 
confused the child’s ideas of right and wrong. 

‘*Tt’s ‘cause I want to please Miss Parker, 
that I said I wouldn’t whisper; but it doesn’t 
please her—it displeases her. She’ll never 
love me ’thout she’s a mind to, and I don’t 
mean to try.” 

So, when the teacher had passed down the 
aisle, and was hearing the primer class, 
Dotty turned round to Tate, and said, with 
a reckless smile,— 


“Talk away, Tate. I give it up.” 
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“Y thought you’d give it up,” replied 
Tate, triumphantly. 

“QO, I needn’t if I didn’t choose. I needn’t 
speak forever ’n’ ever, and you couldn’t get 
the blade of a knife.in ’tween my teeth. 
But I shan’t; what’s the use, and her look- 
‘ing the other way?” 

“That’s what I always told you,” said 
Tate; “but you scolded, and said I was a 
naughty girl.” 

“Well, so you are; and I'll say it again, 
cause it’s the truth. You, a-holding up 
your hand, and Miss Parker a-thinking you 
the best kind of a girl, Tate Penny! But 
I’m going to be naughty, too. She praises 
the naughty ones. O, yes; don’t she praise 
’em? and we good ones—O, it makes me feel 
eross ?” 

After Dotty had said this, it seemed to 


her she had excused herself to her own con- 
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science, and could go on whispering as much 
as she pleased. She and Tate had never 
whispered so much before. They watched 
every opportunity, when Miss Parker was 
busy, to keep their little tongues moving. 
Never did a pair of sociable pigeons, build- 
ing a nest in the spring, chat more eagerly 
than these two children, with their heads 
close together, and their fingers intertwined. 
Every time Miss Parker happened to look 
that way, they were studying very hard; and 
she smiled, as if to say, “Good little girls! 
Dear little girls !” 

“Very queer,” thought Dotty; “she says 
it’s against rules to whisper, but we can do 
it *thout her scolding the leastest bit.” 

“Yes,” replied Tate, “if I couldn’t see 
any better’n Miss Parker can, I'd wear 


spettycles.”’ 


“‘ But she sees us when we do things she 
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never told us not to, and not breaking rules 
at all,” said Dotty, scornfully. “For nin- 
stance, she saw me shaking my head. Now, 
why couldn’t I shake my head‘ That isn’t 
against the rule!” 

“¢No, indeed ! 

“Well, but she came straight up here, and 
said she was ’stonished. What made her 
’stonished, when I wasn’t breaking a rule?” 

“‘ She was afraid you’d break your neck,” 
said Tate. 

The day wore on, and Dotty grew more 
and more reckless. 

“Tve a great mind to hold up my hand 
to-night,” thought she; but could not quite 
decide to do it. She was so busy debating 
the question that she hardly noticed when 
her spelling-class was called, and walked out 
behind Tate like one in a dream. 

After the spelling, there came, as usual; 


the awful question,— 
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““ How many have whispered to-day? All 
those who have not whispered may hold up 
their hands.” 

Dotty saw Tate’s hand go up fearlessly, as 
it always did. Why not hers too? 

‘Tf ’m some bad, I might as well be all 
bad.” 

Dotty gave one glance at Miss Parker’s 
red ear-rings, one glance of shame at her 
own boots, and then began to raise her left 
arm slowly, slowly, for something seemed to 
hold it down. It felt as heavy as an iron 
weight. She almost needed the other hand 
to help her draw it up. At the same time 
something knocked loudly at her heart, 
“Stop! stop! stop!” 

But the arm got up at last, and nobody 
saw that it was as stiff as marble; it looked 
like the other arms that were raised, only it 
was in a sleeve that had a crimped ruffle 


round the wrist. 
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Miss Parker saw Dotty’s hand, and her 
beautiful mouth was wreathed with smiles. 

‘“‘ Ah,” cried she, “that is just what I’ve 
beea wanting to see! I have looked in vain 
for that little hand.” 

Dotty gazed at a crack in the floor; for 
she could not meet her teacher’s eye. 

“My dear child,” added Miss Parker, 
_ stroking Dotty’s hair, “don’t you feel a 
great deal happier to-night than usual? a 
great deal lighter-hearted? You don’t 
know how this makes me love you, dear.”’ 

There it was; the praise of her teacher! 
Just what she had been longing for so much. 
But why didn’t it make her happy ? Happy! 
She was one mass of misery from head to 
foot. When Miss Parker kissed her so ten- 
derly for good by, she wanted to scream, for 
the kiss “ burnt her mouth.” 

‘There,’ cried Tate, as they left the 


school-room, “aren’t you glad you did it?” 
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“No, indeed,” said Dotty, turning round 
upon her friend in a sort of frenzy, and 
shooting out the words like pins and needles. 
‘What you s’po8t? [should think you'd 
be ’shamed, Tate Penny; so ’shamed you’d 
‘want to die! Telling me to hold my hand 
up, when it’s a bommernibble big black lie.” 

“You needn’t to’ve done it,” returned 
Tate, cowering before the lightning in 
Dotty’s eyes. 

“ You’re the wickedest girl there is in this 
town,” went on the angry child. “ Made me 
whisper, when I ate alum to purpose not to! 
Keep a-talking so I had to shake my head 
and make the scholars see it, and get scolded 
at! And then you devised me to tell a lie! 
I feel it coming up into my throat, Tate 
Penny; it chokes me so I can’t talk. It’s 
worse’n if I’'d said it. When you doa lie, 


i’8 a great deal worse.” 
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Tate was too much overwhelmed to reply. 
* But I know one thing,” cried Dotty, set- 
ting her heels down firmly; ‘“ God won’t 
blame me. He’ll blame you. You go right 
home, and think how you've been acting, 
Tate Penny! And to-night, when you go 
bed, you pray just as hard as you can !” 
These words came out in a sudden gust. 
“ Just as hard as you can, Tate Penny, for 
you’re the one’s been wicked; not me” 
Then, without a word of farewell, the 
children parted, Tate turning to the |-ft with 
a puzzled look, as if she really did not know 
whether she was wicked or not, and Dotty 
turning to the right, her heart and throat 


full of choking sobs without any tears. 
4 
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CHATTER, 
DOTTY AND HER MOTHER. 


In spite of all Dotty had said about her 
own innocence, she felt so guilty that she 
was ready to sentence herself to the “ peni- 
tential.” 

“Well, little one, how have things gone 
to-day ?” 

So said her father; for at the table she 
sat gazing mournfully at a piece of sponge 
cake. 

“T don’t know, papa. May I have a new 
slate? ’cause Pve broke mine across the 
middle.” 


Mrs. Parlin, as well as her husband, no- 


- 
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ticcd Dotty’s sorrowful face; but sle made 
no remark till she went up stairs to put the 
child to bed. Then she took her into her own 
chamber, and seating herself in a sewing 
chair, before tlie fire, drew Dotty into ner 
lap. Nothing was said; but the little girl 
understood the action very well. 

* Yes’m, I did do wrong. How’d you 
know it, mamma ?” 

After this she hid her face, and the two 
sat in silence for several moments, Mrs. 
Parlin holding Dotty’s hand, and gently 
stroking it. 

“ Mamma, ’twas Tate Penny made me do 
it. Won’t you please to not let me sit with 
Tate ?”” 

“¢ What did she make you do?’ 

“Made me tell a ’normous story, big as a 
house.” ‘ 


You can’t mean a lie ?”” 
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« Yos’m; I didn’t say a lie, but I did a lie; 
did it with my hand.” : 

* What do you mean, Dotty ?” 

“T held it up, mamma, same’s to say, I 
never; but I did, and the alum hadn’t kept 
me from its not a bit.” 

The little girl was quivering all over with 
agitation, — 

* By and by, when you ean talk better, you 
may tell me what you did with your hand, 
and what you mean by the alum,” 

*O, dear, mammal Pm all choked up, 
and can’t talk; but *tisn’t my alum, cause 
that didn’t doa thing tomy tongue. Norah 
“gave me some as big as the end of a slate pen- 
cil; but it never did a thing to my tongue, 
L could talk as fast as T could speak. But | 
wouldn't, and T didn’t; and then Tate made 
mo most shake my neck off; till bimeby I 


didn't care, and the teacher didn’t care either, 


= 
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It’s against the rule; but there she sits in 
the desk,—Miss Parker does,—and don’t 
hear anything, only when she’s hearing 
classes and things; and then never looks 
anywhere, only right at the Reader, and picks 
a place in her neck.” 

“Don’t talk quite so fast, dear, and then I 
shall understand you better.” 

“T said, mamma, she don’t see us break 
the rules, ’thout she’s walking up the aisle, 
or sometimes when she looks up quick out 
of a book. She says it’s against the rules 
to whisper; but we do, and she likes us just 
the same; only if we don’t put up our hand 
she don’t like us, and don’t praise us, I 
don’t want her a-praising me, not when I’ve 
been naughty—should you, mamma? But 
Tate does. Tate held up her hand, and I 
didn’t mean to; but the first thing I knew, 
J—I—” 
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“ Why, Dotty !” 

“Well, L shouldn’t, not if Tate hadn’t! 
‘T'was wicked; ’twas lying one to another, » 
mamma; but Tate has done it five hundred 
million times! She’s a worse girl’n I am. 
_O, dear me!” 

““T cannot stop now to talk of Tate Pen- 

ny,’ said Mrs. Parlin; “we must attend 
first to Dotty Dimple.” 
— «“Yes’m, I knew you'd ’tend tome. I 
don’t b’lieve Tate’s mother ’*tends to her. 
I don’t ’spect Tate knows much about’the 
Bible, p’raps. Isn’t it awful ?” 

Dotty picked away at the tidy on the back 
of the chair with an air of unconcern; but 
Mrs. Parlin observed that her mouth was 
twitching at the corners. 

* Dotty |” 

“¢"Yes’m.” 


“You seem very anxious to set Tate Per. 


= 
S 


=e See 


— 
RTM 


‘*Yus’m, I pip Do wrong.” — Page 51. 
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ny right. She has told a wrong story: what 
ought she to do about it?” 

Dotty hung her head. 

“Don’t you know?” 

“'Yes’m.” 

“Tf she should say to her teacher, ‘ Miss 
Parker, I’ve deceived you; I’m sorry,’ would 
that be enough?” 

“No, mamma; and she wouldn’t say so— 
Tate wouldn’t.” 

“ But why wouldn’t it be enough, Dotty ?” 

“O, ’cause, mamma, it isn’t Miss Parker 
she’s ’bused.”’ 

‘‘What do you mean, dear? 

“Why, twas somebody else —’twas— 
God.” | 

By this time Dotty’s head was on her 
mother’s bosom. 

“Then you think Tate has offended her 
heavenly Father?” 
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“ Yes’m, I do.” 

“Why do you think so?” 

“ O, ’cause He put it in the Bible that she 
mustn’t tell a lie.” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“And He went and put it in another place, 
too,” added Dotty, laying her hand on her 
left side; “ right in here.” 

“True, my child.” 

“He put a whisper right into her heart, 
mamma, She can’t hear it, but she can feel 
it, just like a watch ticking; and it says 
‘Please, Tate, don’t you tell a lie!’” 

“ Very well, Dotty. Iam glad to see that 
you understand it so clearly. And now that 
Tate has disobeyed this whisper, what must 
she do?” 

“Be sorry.” 

“Ts that enough?” 


“You know the rest, mamma,” 
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“ But tell, me, dear, as if I did not know.” 

** Ask God to forgive her,” replied Dotty, 
witheher lips close to her mother’s sleeve. 

“Then what must Dotty Dimple do? 
Hasu’t she, too, been a naughty girl?”’ 

The child slid out of Mrs. Parlin’s lap, 
and knelt before her on the rug. 

‘““Q, mamma,” said she in a choked voice, 
“Tm afraid He won’t forgive me.” 

“ Are you sorry you did wrong?” 

“Yes’m,I am. And ’twasn’t Tate Penny 
made me; *twas me did it myself.” 

“That is right, Dotty; so it was.” 

“But [ won’t hold up my hand again, 
’thout it’s to put my hair behind my ears. I 
won’t do it to purpose—no, indeed!” 

“Then, Dotty, you need not be afraid. 
‘If we confess our sins, God is faithful and 
just to forgive us.’”’ 

“ Certain true, will He, mamma?” 
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“Yes, dear; we may always be sure of it.” 

Dotty sighed heavily. 

‘But you see, mamma, I knew I was do- 
ing a lie, and I did it to purpose.” 

“Tt was a great sin, my child; mother 
wouldn’t say it wasn’t. But if you are 
sorry, and tell God so, He is so ‘ faithful 
and just,’ that He will certainly forgive you. 
He says He will.” 

Dotty paused a moment, while a look of 
relief passed over her troubled face, then 
whispered, brokenly,— 

“O, our Father, please will you forgive 
me? ’Twas me did it—not Tate; and I 
‘did it to purpose; but I’m so sorry, and don’t 
ever mean to do itagain. For Christ’s sake, 
Amen!” 


> 
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CHAPTER} YV. 
‘THE SCREW-UP PENCIL.” 


“ Moruer,” said Dotty, next morning, with 
eyes on the carpet, “‘ I want to tell you some- 
thing. Mayn’t Prudy do it?” 

‘Do what, dear?” 

“Talk to Miss Parker.” 

*““Wouldn’t it be better for you to make 
your own confession, my daughter?” 

Dotty twisted her front hair very rapidly. 

“Why, mamma, I could talk to her, you 
know, if ’twas about Tate Penny, how bad 
she is; but this is about me.” 

Mrs. Parlin reflected a moment. 


“TJ think it would be better for you to ga 
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to Miss Parker yourself, and tell her you 
are sorry you have deceived her; still, if 
you are not brave enough to do it, and your 
sister is willing, I shall make no objection.”’ 

Prudy said she was willing. Prudy was 
always expected to stand with a little flask 
in her hand, ready to pour oil on Dotty’s 
troubled waters. 

‘Miss Parker,” whispered she, taking the 
teacher aside, ‘“my little sister has done a 
dreadful thing, and she can’t be happy till 
you forgive her.” 

‘Why, what has she doue?” asked Miss 
Parker. ‘‘She learns wonderfully fast. I 
- am pleased with Dotty. She gives me more 
trouble than my little Prudy did; but I like 
her very much. What has she done?” 

‘“‘She told you a wrong story last night, 
Miss Parker. She and Tate Penny whisper 
the whole time ; but Dotty held up her hand 
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in the class, and you praised her for being 
good; but she says your kiss ‘burnt her 
mouth,’ and the moment she got out of the 
school-room it seemed as if her heart would 
break.” 

“T remember I praised her,” said Miss 
Parker thou.,htfully. “I never dreamed she 
had deceived me.”’ 

“* Will you forgive her, Miss Parker? She 
wants to know if you certainly do.” 

“O, yes; you may tell her I forgive her,” 
replied the teacher, still looking thoughtful. 

“ But do you say she and Tate Penny both 
whisper? Tate has a very honest face; and 
I have never seen her whisper.” 

Prudy did not wonder at this; she remem- 
bered what a way Miss Parker had of not 
seeing. 

“T believe Tate whispers,” said Prudy; 
“but I ought not to have told of it. Dm 


sorry.” 


if 
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“T’m glad you did,” returned Miss Parker. 
“Tm glad you did. It is just possible there - 
may be other little girls who act the lie. I 
thought I could read faces, but the best of 
us are liable to mistakes.” 

_ Prudy hurried away, lest she should for- 
get herself so far as to smile. After she had 
gone, Miss Parker called Dotty to her side. 

“Your sister has been telling me all about 
it,” putting cher arm around the child. “1 
forgive you freely.” 

Dotty raised her face joyfully to meet her 
teacher’s kiss, and this time it did not feel 
like a coal of fire on her lips. 

‘‘ But you never will do so again, Dotty ?”” 

“ No’m, I don’t think I'll ever.” 

“And you'll try, like a good little girl, 
not to whisper ?” 

Dotty put a corner of her apron in her 
mouth, 
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“You want me to love you, dear?” 

= Y s7nn,** 

“And can’t you try not to whisper?” 

“T don’t dare to.” 

“Don’t dare ?” 

*“No’m; I’m afraid I’d break it.” 

“QO, I only asked you to try.” 

““Yes’m; I know.” 

“Tt can’t hurt you to try.” 

“Only it gets me cross.” 

“Oross, Dotty? What an idea!” 

“ Makes my neck ache, and face ache.” 

Miss Parker was amused. She did not 
know what the child meant. 

“Yes’m, I tried yesterday, and you didn’t 
like it—two hours—’most three.” 

‘‘Didn’t like it?” 

“No’m; you said you’s ’stonished. I 
shook my head, and shook my head, and 


you told me to stop,” 


:} 
64 DOTTY DIMPLE AT SCHOOL. 


“To be sure I did. But what had that to 
do with trying not to whisper?” 

“O, ’cause I kept saying, ‘ No, no, no,’ to 
Tate, and wouldn’t answer her.” 

* Did she whisper to you?” 

Dotty wanted to say, “ Yes’m, awfully” 
but checked herself. 

‘Td rather not say. My mamma doesn’t 
wish me to tell things, Miss Parker. When 
it’s sober true that people do things, she 
won’t let me tell.” 

Miss Parker pressed Dotty a little closer 
to her side. 

“ Very well, my dear. But it seems that, 
at any rate, you talk to Tate, and it makes 
your neck and face ache if you don’t talk; 
so perhaps I ought to separate you. What 
do you think ?” 

‘““Yes’m; no’m’; I don’t know.” 


“But I think J know, Dotty. I shall let 
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you sit with Lina Rosenberg. She is a very 
quiet child, and if you shut your lips to- 
gether very tight, I think you may keep 
from whispering.” 

Dotty longed to say that her mother 
would not approve, for Lina was a naughty 
girl. 

“Would that be telling a tale?” thought 
she. And just as she had decided that it 
would not be “a tale,” and it was her duty to 
tell it, and just as she had opened her lips 
to inform Miss Parker that the little Jewess 
had betwitched her, Miss Parker rang the 
bell, and there was not a moment’s time for 
another word. . 

The exchange was made. Dice Prosser 
(her true name was Lodoiska—too long for 
every day) was taken away from Lina, and 
placed with Tate, and Dotty and Lina were 


to sit together. It was not a pleasant ar- 
9) 
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rangement. Tate forgot that Dotty nad 
valled her the ‘‘wickedest girlin the worid,” 
and as the child went away, books and all, 
she bade her farewell with her eyes. 

As for Dice, she was one of the dull ones, 
wkom nobody either likes or dislikes. She 
had a half-awake look, as if she had been 

taken out of bed and sent to school in the 
middle of a nap. 

“Td rather sit alone if I was Tate,” 
thought Dotty; “it would make me real 
lonesome to sit with Dice Prosser.” 

Lina gave Miss Dimple a sweet smile. 

‘There, now,’ whispered she, “I’m glad 
Pve got somebody to talk to.” 

“ But you musn’t tall much, Lina Rosen. 
bug, and I shan’t never answer ’thout ’m a 
mind to.” 

Why not?” 

“QO, cause I’m going to be rather good; 
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not dreadful good, but rather good. I’ve 
whispered too much, and now I’m going to 
take my screw-up pencil, and make pictures, 
most o’ the time.” 

‘Well, good by, Dotty Dimple.” 

‘‘ What do you mean by good by?” 

“?Sh! I mean, don’t talk any more now, 
’cause Miss Parker’s getting ready to walk 
up the aisle.” 

Lina began to study with all her might. 
Her teacher regarded her as a very good 
girl, because she did her mischief slyly. Lina 
was greatly interested in Dotty’s “ screw-up 
pencil,’ which had been a Christmas present, 
and in the afternoon tried to make Dot- 
ty use hers in exchange—a short wooden 
one, whose lead kept breaking off. 

“But what do I want of such a thing, 
Lina Rosenbug? It won’t mark.” 


“QO, just squeeze it in your fingers, close 
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down to the tip, and that will hold in the 
broken pieces,” said Lina, coolly. “ You 
ought to let me use yours awhile, ’cause you 
never lent me your sled all day yesterday.” 
“Nor shan’t all day to-morrow! Lina 
Rosenbug, you take French leave with my 
things, and you know it.” 

The little Jewess humbled herself at 
once, and gave back the “screw-up pencil,” 
which Dotty hastily dropped in her pocket, 
for her class was called. She thought no 
more about it that afternoon, being busy 
with her slate; and then Lina was so fun- 
ny! She had a bottle in the desk with 
“bitters” in it, which she said her mother 
called “pancake drops ;”’ very good for drop- 
sy, if taken every five minutes, “regular.” 
So, while they were busy drawing pictures, 
Lina would suddenly drop her slate and her 
head, and behind the covers of the desk she 
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and her patient, Miss Dimple, would take 
the medicine ‘“‘ regular.” 

“Best thing in the world to break up 
fevers,” said Lina, gravely. as she passed 
the “pancake drops” to Dotty—sugar and 
water, with essence of peppermint thrown 
in. ‘My oldest son had the log-jaw, and it 
cured him so he died; and then my young- 
est, she had the whirlymajig—” 

““Q, Lina Rosenbug, you stop! Seems’s if 
I should scream right out,” gurgled Dotty ; 
and as she spoke, a ‘pancake drop” went 
the wrong way, and choked her. 

“¢ Tess noise in the third seat,” said Miss 
Parker; whereupon Dotty giggled outright. 

“She is growing troublesome,” thought 
Miss Parker; “ putting mischief into Lina’s 
head, I fear.” 

“Do you think you’ve been a good girl. 
to-day, Dotty?” asked Miss Parker, in the 
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spelling class. But she did not say a word 
to any one about the whispering, and it was 
a great relief. 

“No’m,” replied Dotty, with a discourag- 
ed sigh. 

““T believe you mean well,” added Miss 
Parker, kindly; ‘-but you must not tempt 
Lina to do wrong. You are quite too full 
of mischief, dear.” 

“Not so full as Lina Rosenbug,” was on - 
Dotty’s lips, but she did not let it come 
out. 

It was at this very moment that she 
wnissed her pencil. Feeling a little ner- 
vous, she had unconsciously put her hand 
in her pocket. 

** Why, where was her screw-up pencil ?”’ 

Dotty explored the depths of her pock- 
et; there was no pencil there, and no hole 


either. 
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“T put it in, and I never took it out; and 
where did it go to?” 

Dotty’s mind went into a fog, but sudden- 
ly came out as bright as a sunbeam. 

“That's why Lina wanted to keep me 
drinking, so I shouldn’t remember; and that 
was when she put her hand in and took it.” 

Dotty could hardly wait for school to be 
out. 

“ Tina,” she criea, tne moment they were 
out of doors, “I know what you meant when 
you kept me drinking your bitters, and now 
I’ve found you out! Who'd you s’pose stole 
my screw-up pencil? You did! 

“Me? Me? O, what a story!” 

“ Ves, you 17 

“ Why, it’s in your pocket, Dotty Dim- 
ple. J haven’t seen it.” 

Dotty went on without pity. 


“Tt was a present to me, you horrid Lina 
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Rosensue! Will you give it to me now, 
this minute? This minute, Lina Rosen- 
bug!” 

“ How can I give it to you, Dotty, when 
T haven’t got it myself?” 

“O, but you have! I almost felt you 
when you did it.” 

Lina clasped her hands together. 

“T never, and I never,and I'll keep saying 
it forever,” eried she, looking very pale. 

“O, Lina Rosenbug, I know, in the first 
place, I oughn’t to sit with you, when you 
haven't any mother to read the Bible to you 
—I mean she never does; but it’s wicked 
and against the rule to steal. I tell you so 
if you never heard of it before, and you're 
an awful girl! I always knew it, ever since 
I went to your house and staid all night.” 

“But, Dotty—” 

“OQ, you needn’t say Dotty to me!” 
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“But I never.” 

“ Yes, you did, for I know! And I'll tell 
my father the minute I see him. He won’t 
“low little girls to steal the screw-up pencils 
that people give me on the Christmas tree.” 

“OQ, do hear me, Dotty !” 

“Yes, I hear; only you tell. what isn’t 
true, and the more you don’t talk, the better 
you'll feel!” 

“QO, dear! O, dear!’’ 

“Do you feel sorry, then, Miss Rosen- 
bug ?” 

“No, I’m sure I don’t, Miss Dimple! 
Why should I be sorry, when I never did 
a thing ?” 

By this time, Lina’s face, which had been 
very pale, was flushing crimson 

“QO, you naughty, horrid girl! >ried 
Dotty, so loud that some of the other chil- 
dren could not help hearing. ‘ You dread. 


74 DOTTY DIMPLE AT SCHOOL. 


Tul girl! When they take you and put you 
in the lock-up, and swear you to the jury, 
and the mayor says, ‘It wasn’t your screw- 
up pencil; little girl, what did you take it 
for? then what'll you do, Lina Rosenbug? 
O; then I guess you'll be sorry!” 

‘Now, Dotty Dimple, do hush! Don’t 
you see the girls are hearing ?”’ 

“Well, they ought to hear, for it’s the 
sober, honest truth, as ever was in all this 


world, Lina Rosenbug !”” 


DOTTY AND LINA. (6) 


CHAPTER VI. 
DOTTY AND LINA. 


Wuen Dotty reached home her eyes were 
blazing. A few tears would have quenched 
their fire, but she had not the “gift of 
tears.” She ran all over the house to find 
her mother, and tell the story of the screw- 
up pencil; but Mrs. Parlin had gone out, 
and did not return till tea was ready. By 
that time Dotty was calmer, and her father 
only observed that her cheeks were unusu- 
ally red. 

‘Well, chickie, how have things gone 
with you to-day? You have not had very 


good lessons, I fancy.” 


76 DOTTY DIMPLE AT SCHOOL. 


’ 


“Yes, sir,” replied Dotty, in an excited 
tone. ‘I didn’t miss but one word, and that 
was the teacher’s fault; she put out ‘saw,’ 
but didn’t say whether it was ‘I saw John,’ 
or a thing to chop wood with; so, of eourse, 
T spelled it s-e-w !” 

Mr. Parlin laughed. 

‘‘Miss Parker should be more careful how 
she puts out words. Is it not surprising 
how everybody contrives to cheat my little 
daughter, while she herself so seldom makes 
mistakes ?”’ 

Dotty did not see that her papa was jok- 
ing, and feeling very much pleased with his 
remarks, she was about to pour out the story 
of her trials, when Prudy said,— 

“éSaw? saw? Is that a preposition, 
j2pa, or an adverb 2?” 

Mr Parlin laughed again, and remarked 
i» his wife that he thonght their children 


were “ growing very learned.” 
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“ Prudy,”’ said he, “you are attending the 
grammar school. Do you study grammar?” 

“Yes, sir, and like it ever so much,” 
replied Prudy, brightly. 

“Do you know what a verb is?” 

“QO, yes, sir; it’s a werd that signifies to 
be, to act, or to be acted upon,” was the 
parrot-like reply. 

“Very well. Now can you tell me what 
is the verb in this sentence: ‘John struck 
James with a big stick.’ ” 

“O, yes, papa—big stick,” 

“Indeed! Why so?” 

“QO, sir, because the stick was what he did 
it with. P’raps he wouldn’t have dared 
strike him at all if he hadn’t had any stick!” 

“OQ, what an idea!” cried wise Susy. 

But her father and mother were not at 
all disturbed by Prudy’s ignorance, and did 
uot even try to set her right. In fact, they 
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thought she was too young to study gram- 
mar, 

‘But all this while we have not heard 
from Dotty,” said Mrs. Parlin; “she began 
to speak a little while ago, and some of us 
interrupted her.” 

“O, nothing, mamma, only Lina Rosen- 
bug’s been stealing !”’ 

“ Stealing; Dotty !” 

“ Yes’m ; my screw-up pencil.” 

“ Are you perfectly sure?” 

“Yes, mamma; my pocket was next to 
her, and there’s where I put my. pencil.” 

_ “ Wait a minute,” said Mr. Parlin. “ Your 
pocket’s being next to a person doesn’t prove 
that that person has put his hand in it.” 

“But if she didn’t, papa, who did ?” 

“Tf don’t know, my daughter; perhaps no- 
body. How would you like it if Lina should 


say she knew you stole her mittens, just 
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because they happened to be hanging on a 
nail beside your cloak ?” 

“ But, papa, I shouldn’t want to steal her 
mittens; they’re all full of holes!” 

Mr. Parlin said nothing more just then. 
It was so hard to reason with the little 
girl, that one was obliged te choose one’s 
words with care. 

“In the very first place, Dotty,” said her 
mother, “do you know you have lost the 
pencil? Perhaps it is laid away in a book, 
or in your desk, or there may be a hole in 
your pocket.” 

“No, mamma; it isn’t anywhere at all, 
for I’ve looked in all those places, and 
there’s no hole in my pocket, either. Lina 
was the one that took it, ’cause she liked 
that pencil.” 

“ Be careful, Dotty.” 


“O, Im very careful. I just know she 
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did it; and Mrs. Rosenbug wouldn’t mind 
if she did.” 

‘Dotty, I cannot allow you to talk so.” 

“Well, then, I won’t; but I went there 
once, and staid all night, mamma, and that’s 
liow I know about Mrs. Rosenbug and the 
dog. ButI couldn’t make her say she did 
it; she kept saying she never. I devised 
her to give it right back. I told her Pd tell 
my papa, and when the mayor took her to 
the jurymens, then how’d she feel !” 

“ Why, Dotty, did you talk so to Lina?” 

“O,I didn’t say much, mamma; only 
told her she was an awful, wicked, horrid 
girl; and oughtn’t I to say so, you know? 
for its the black and blue truth, mamma, 
and you wouldn’t want me to tell a lie!” 

Dotty’s tongue was running at such a 
rate that it must be stopped at once. 


‘*You may go up stairs, Dotty, and get 
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your grandmother’s knitting ; but do not let 
us hear another word about your pencil to- 
night.” 

After Dotty had gone to bed and forgot 
ten her great wrong in a refreshing sleep, 
Mrs. Parlin went into the child’s room, and 
took from the closet her little red frock. She 
touched it with loving hands; for there is 
something in the look of a little one’s 
clothes that goes straight to a mother’s heart. 
She wished to make sure there was no hole 
in the pocket. She turned it wrong side 
outward, and smiled as the slate pencils, 
empty spoois, buttons, strings, bits of licor- 
ice, and wads of paper, fell into her lap. 

“There is everything here but the screw- 
up pencil,” said she to herself; “and I see 
no place where that could have crept out. 
But what is this?” 


The skirt of the dress was lined, and just 
6 
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where the pocket went in wasa rent an inch 
long. 

“She might have put the pencil in there ; 
let me see.” 

So Mrs. Parlin examined, and found that 
a long and slender substance had dropped 
down to the bottom of the skirt. She put in 
her finger, and drew out the screw-up pencil. 

‘Poor little Lina! You have been un- 
justly accused! It grieves me that my 
daughter has such a hasty spirit.” 

Dotty was greatly surprised, in the morn- 
ing, to see the pencil lying on her pillow. 

“But perhaps it is not yours,” said her 
mother; “it may belong to Tate Penny, or 
some other little girl.” 

‘*O, Mamma Parlin, here’s a place where 
I scratched it with a pin. What made you 
think I didn’t know my own pencil ?”’ 


“Why, you said Lina had taken that.” 
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“But she didn’t, mamma,” said Dotty, 
casting down her eyes. 

“ Hxouse me, dear, but you said you ‘just 
knew’ she did.” 

“ T meant—I—just thought.” 

“ Ah, indeed! You only thought?” 

SA OS I> 

“ And just because you thought, although 
you couldn’t know, you called Lina an ‘ aw- 
ful, wicked, horrid girl.’” 

“T truly s’posed she was, mamma,” said 
Dotty, with her finger in her mouth. 

“Your ‘truly s’poses’ are very cruel 
things, Dotty. What is going to be done 
with that little fiery tongue of yours?” 

Dotty touched the tip of it, and felt very 
much as if she would like to pull it out by 
the roots. 

“T don’t know, mamma.”’ 

“ Of course you will ask Lina’s pardon for 


accusing her falsely.” 
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sOYies mi.” 

«“ And after this I do hope my little girl 
will beware of hasty judgments.” 

“Yes mm.” 

Dotty was very eager to atone for her 
fault. The moment she saw Lina, she held 
up the pencil, exclaiming,— 

“You didn’t take it, Lina Rosenbug:; now 
I know you didn’t, for here it is; came out 


of my dress 


and I’m sorry I said so.” 

“There, there, I knew you'd find it,” said 
Lina highly delighted. 

“T shall be certain sure, next time, before 
I tell a person they did steal,’ added Dot- 
ty, penitently. ‘ Will you forgive me?” 

“QO, yes, I forgive you,” replied Lina, with 
a toss of her pretty head; ‘only you’d better 
not say so again. What'd you think if I 
should ’cuse you of stealing?” 


“QO, you wouldn’t,” said Dotty, quickly. 
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“You’d know better than to s’pose I’d 
steal.” 

“Why, Dotty Dimple! that’s the same as 
to say I would.” 

O° no, ina 1. dont: think: that; I 
wouldn’t be so wicked! But I don’t like 
to have you sit next to my pocket, though. 
Won’t you please to change places ?” 

On the whole it did not appear that Dot- 
ty’s apologies had made a bad matter any 
better. Still she thought she had done her 
duty, and entered the school-room with a 
serene face. 

Lina walked behind her, looking very 
sullen. 
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OHA TEES VWLe 
“ BLOWING AWAY.” 


Tunes went on very much as usual with 
Miss Dimple. Lina did not quite forgive 
her for hér unjust suspicions; still the two 
little girls chatted together, and seemed to 
be friends, for Lina knew how to keep her 
anger out of sight. 

“But [ don’t like to sit with her, though,” 
said Dotty to Tate. “I don’t think she’s 
very respectiful.” 

“T don’t think she is, either,” responded 
Tate, rolling those eyes of hers, which, Dotty 
said, looked like little bits of balls of gray 


stocking-yarn, with a black pin in the mid 
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dle. ‘I don’t think she is, either, and I 
know why.” 

“Why she isn’t respectiful?”’ said Dotty. 

“Yes; you tell me why you think so, and 
then I'll tell you why J think so.” 

“‘ Well, ‘cause,’ said Dotty, “‘ her mother 
sells locker beer, and snips with a thimble, 
and keeps such a dog; and then they—O, 
i don’t know what; but they don’t seem very 
respectiful at that house. Now yow tell 
why.” 

“T think it’s because there’s so much dirt 
on her dresses,’ said Tate, lowering her 
voice; ‘‘and that’s what I always thought.” 

‘There isn’t any more dirt on her dresses 
than there is on her aprons,” rejoined Dotty, 
“and not quite so much; but any way, I 
don’t want to sit with her, and she keeps me 
whispering just as much as you do.” 

“Nor I don’t like to sit with that Dice 


“f 
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Prosser,” said Tate; ‘‘she’s just like a rub. 
ber baby.” 

‘“‘Look here, Tate: you and [ are the bes 
kind of friends.” 

“Yes, indeed, Dotty Dimple.” 

“When I said you’s the wickedest girl 
there is in this State, I didn’t mean so, 
Tate!” 

“Of course you didn’t mean so, for you 
couldn’t,” replied good-natured Tate. 

“No! [like you ever so much,” said Dot- 
ty, with emphasis, “ only I don’t like you 
about your holding up your hand, nights, 
for that’s a lie.”’ 

“Bunt I haven’t held it up for the longest 
while, Dotty Dimple.” 

“No; because Miss Parker has stopped 
asking if we whisper. What do you s’pose 
made her stop? You'd do it just the same, 


Tate, if she asked us; but then I forgive 
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you; you are some bad, but not so bad as 
Lina Rosenbug. It can’t hurt me if you do 
tell stories with your hands, and I want to 
sit with you again.” 

“And so do I want to sit with you, Dot 
Dimple.” 

“* Miss Parker’s such a darling,” continued 
Dotty, “and that’s what I began to say in 
the first place; who knows but if we ask her 
in just the prettiest way—”’ 

‘Not to-day, but to-morrow,” said Tate; 
“wait and ll wear my ruffled apron, and 
we'll go up to her together and tell her—” 

“QO, no, Tate, we mustn’t tell her Lina 
isn’t respectiful! P’r’aps she doesn’t know 
it, and it would be telling a tale. We'll take 
hold of hands, and say, we want to be to- 
gether, ‘cause we’re the best friends that 
ever was, and mean to be as good as ladies.” 

“Yes, that’s it,” said Tate; and the chil- 
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dren parted at the foot of a blackened elm, 
which they called “the half-way tree.” It 
was the place were they usually parted at 
night with a mutual kiss. 

It happened that the next day was stormy, 
so Tate could not wear her ruffled apron. 

“Tt looks as if we were going to have a 
heavy snow-storm,” said Mrs. Parlin, looking 
out of the window. ‘Edward, is it best to 
let Alice go to school?” 

“QO, yes, [think so,” said Mr. Parlin, “you 
are not very tender—are you, chickie?” 

Dotty had two little front pockets in her 
wrapper, and they were full of pop-corn. 

“No, papa,’ said she, “I’m ever so 
tough,” and went on sprinkling salt into 
her pockets from the salt-box with holes in 
the top, ‘No, papa, I want to go to school 
to-day very partic’lar. I -wouldn’t stay at 
home if the snow came down as big as this 


pop-corn.” 


N~ 


Ty nN, 


JOHN ANDREW-SON. 
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So Dotty was put into a water-proof 
cloak, and went with her two sisters; no 
more afraid of the storm than a snow-bird 
wrapped in his feathers. 

“You here? O, ho!” said Tate, putting 
her arm around Dotty; ‘they like to not let 
me come; but I told ’*em you and I had 
some business.” 

“That's what I told my mother,” said 
Dotty; “now let’s go right up to Miss Par- 
ker, and ask her.”’ 

“No, I dassent, Dotty Dimple, my heart 
beats so; let’s wait till noon.” 

The children waited, and meanwhile it 
snowed as if the sky were falling. Down 
fell the flakes, and the wind, whistling in 
glee, played with them, blowing them hither 
and yon. The air was so full of ‘the white 
mass that Dotty thought the whole world 


looked as if it was shrouded in spotted lace. 
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And presently it was not like lace; it was 
like sheets waving to and fro, and you could 
barely catch the faintest glimpses of trees 
and houses. It seemed as if the children in 
the school-room were shut out from the rest 
of the world; yet the door that shut them 
out was made of the softest snow. 

‘“‘T had no idea of such a storm,” thought 
Miss Parker; ‘“ how are all these children to 
get home to dinner ?”’ 

But very soon the principal of the gram- 
roar school, up stairs, sent her a note, saying 
it was thought best not to dismiss school at 
noon, but have a “long session.” 

Miss Parker was glad of this, for she 
knew, if her little pupils went home, their 
parents would not be likely to send them 
back in the afternoon. She heard all the 
morning lessons, and then gave a half hour’s 


‘recess, telling the children they might walk 
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about the room and whisper; but they would 
not wish, she said, to go out of doors in such 
a storm. 

There was a deal of buzzing and promen- 
ading. Tate and Dotty marched around, 
holding each other by the hand, and hum- 
ming “John Brown,” under breath. 

‘“‘ Now’s the time to go up to Miss Parker; 
she’s only eating an apple,” said Dotty. 

“No, I dassent yet; let’s wait till just 
before the bell rings,” replied easy Tate, who 
never would do anything disagreeable till 
the last minute. 

“Well, then,” said Dotty, “let’s go to the 
window and look out. Did you ever, Tate 
Penny? Don’t you s’pose angels have 
wings ?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

“Well, don’t you s’pose, when the little 

boys-and-girls angels get to playing up there, 


the smal] feathers pop out?” 
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“T don’t know.” 

‘And neither don’t I; only pP’r’aps they 
do, and p’r’aps that’s snow.” 

“The Bible don’t say so,” said Tate, “and 
besides, they wouldn’t play hard enough.” 
~“O, but the angels have such tender 


said Dotty, confidently. ‘“ Now, if 


, 


2 ’ 
wings, 
you had ’em on your back, and I should hit 


you just so—not hard a bit—how the feath- 


ers would fly !” 

To make her meaning clear, Dotty gave 
Tate’s shoulder a gentle pat, which would 
have done no harm if Tate had not been 
resting on one foot; but as she was, and the 
floor just in that spot was slippery, she fell 
against a desk, and made her nose bleed. 
She used first her own handkerchief, then 
Dotty’s, till both were drenched, and Dotty 
had a wild impulse to offer her the pockets 
of her wrapper. 
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“QO, dear, ’m so sorry, Tate Penny! 
Your nose is just like an inkstand; every 
time anybody touches it, it tips over.” 

“Tt isn’t any matter,” whispered Tate, 
‘only I shall bleed the floor, and bleed my 
dress. I want to go home, and haven’t any 
apron on.” 

“Here, take my slate, Tate Penny, and 
the sponge, too, while I ask Miss Parker 
if I mayn’t go home with you.” 

“Tate has got the nose-bleed, Miss Par- 
ker,” said Dotty, ‘ both sides of her nose, 
and I was the one that did it, but ’twas wun- 
tennyshal. Mayn’t I take her home before 
she bleeds the house all up? She’s got it 
real hard, both sides, Miss Parker.” 

The earnest look in Dotty’s eyes was not 
to be resisted. Miss Parker forgot the 
weather, and consented. She knew Tate 


lived very near the school-house; but she 
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did not reflect that in this whizzing storm it 
was almost unsafe for such young children 
to walk even a short distance. 

The little girls hurried on their cloaks and 
hoods, and started out, Miss Parker going 
into the entry with them, and giving Tate 
her own handkerchief, saying,— 

“Use snow, my dear. I wouldn’t come 
back to school, for you won’t feel like it. 
Dotty, perhaps you'd better not go; it’s a 
terrible storm, and Tate can do as well 
alone.” 

But Dotty insisted, and Miss Parker said 
no more, If she had only opened the out- 
side door she would have seen at once what 
an imprudent thing she was allowing the 
children to do; but instead of opening the 
door, she turned and entered the school- 
room. 


Dotty and Tate passed out into the storm, 
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The wind shrieked at them like some wild 
animal, and rushed upon them as if it were 
seeking its prey. 

“O, O, Tate Penny,” said Dotty, catching 
her breath, “it’s going to blow us to which 
ways!” 

“‘ There’s snow enough, and more, too; but 
I can’t—catch it,” gasped Tate, “to stop 


my—nose with—for the wind won't let 


me—keep still a—mi—mi—minute.” 

“ Why, why! here I am, blowed down,” 
cried Dotty; and next moment Tate blew 
down too. 

“ Let's go back to school,” said she, with 
a tremulous sigh. 

But this was not to be thought of, for as 
they turned around, they were choked by a - 
powerful gust. 

“°?Twill blow us out,” wailed Dotty, feeling 


like a feeble candle breathed upon by a giant. 
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Tate’s nose had ceased to bleed; but as 
they were now outside the school-yard, they 
decided to keep on, especially as they could 
not help it. 

“We don’t walk,” observed Dotty, help- 
lessly ; “‘ we blow.” 

Still it wasa hard struggle, for the snow 
was very deep indeed. 

‘““ What store is this?” said Tate, sudden- 
ly, after they had waded along in moody 
silence for quarter of an hour. ‘ What store 
is it?” 

“Don’t you know the way to your own 
mother’s house?’ returned Dotty, falling 
head first into a drift. 

“Yes; but where are we going to now? 
There used to be, O, Dotty, there used to be 
a house here, and now it’s a store.” 

“Tate Penny, I never saw such a girl!” 

“Yes, it is, I mean it was; and now 


at’s this?” 
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“Why, it’s a burnt place,” said Dotty; 
“don’t you know anything, Tate ?” 

“A burnt place? We don’t live near & 
burnt place. JI don’t know where we are 
any more,” said Tate, sitting down and be- 
ginning to cry. 

Dotty looked around quite bewildered. 
Neither did she know where they were. She 
presumed they must be in Portland, for 
they had not had time to be blown out of 
the city. Yes, it was Portland; but what 
street? The late fire had swept away all the 
old “landmarks,” and where there had been 
* buildings were now only black ruins. ‘Tate 
and Dotty were not the first who had been 
confused by these heaps of brick and mor- 
tar; many older people had lost their way 
that winter. 

Dotty tried to peer through the moving 
sheets of snow-flakes, but only grew more 


and more confused. 
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“This must be somewhere else,’ concluded 
she, ‘‘ somewhere else —a great way off.”’ 

‘¢ May be it’s Cape “Liz’beth,” said Tate, 
erying afresh. 

“Tate Penny, get up, or you'll die; that’s 
the way to freeze to death.” 

““T want to die,” moaned Tate. 

“You stop it; stop dying this minute,” 
screamed Dotty. 

Tate rose drearily, but let the wind blow 
her down again. 

“O, dear, Tate Penny, I wish your nose 
didn’t bleed so easy !” 

“Well, it does; but when I’m dead it 
won't.” 

“Tate, Tate, we can’t ever be buried in 
the stemmitry !” 

“Why not ?” 

“’Cause, we shall blow into the Stiftic 
Ocean.” 
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“ Do you s’pose we'll die ?” said poor Tate, 
her eyes dripping icicles. 

“ No, J shan't,” replied Dotty; “but you 
said you should.” 

Tate really did not know whether to keep 
her word or not. She thought she did not 
care. 

“But if you do die, you'll be dreadful 
’shamed of it,” went on Dotty; ‘and there 
won't anybody pity you.” 

“Tm willing to go,” said Tate, wringing 
her hands, “I’m willing to go, and keep 
going; but I don’t know where to go to.” 

As she spoke they had reached a corner. 
“Where to go to,” they might well ask, for 
the wind started up afresh, and, instead of 
blowing two ways, it blew four. It sent the 
children towards the west, and in the next 
instant hurled them north, against a lamp- 


post. 


:} 
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“T shouldn’t think it need to act so to us 
little girls,” said Tate, despairingly. 

“OQ, dear,” cried Dotty. “O dear, dear, 
Tate Penny, I’m going to give up!” 
Tate shrieked aloud. If Dotty gave up 


they were certainly lost. 
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CU ATD TE Rove DEL: 
IS YOUR NAME SOLOMON? 


Aut this while, Mr. Parlin, doing business 
in the city, and his wife, sewing by her 
cheerful fire, had neither of them felt any 
anxiety about their children. Why should 
they? They supposed them safe at school. 

At one o’clock, as the storm was still in- 
creasing, Mr. Parlin went after them with a 
horse and sleigh. Susy and Prudy muffled 
themselves and danced down stairs in high 
glee, for such a fearful storm as this was an 
event in their lives. But where was Dotty? 
Their father came out of the primary room 
with a pale face, and Miss Parker followed 


him, repeating,— 


iy 
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‘‘T am sure, Mr. Parlin, there is nothing 
to fear. She only went to Mrs. Penny’s 


with Sarah—not an eighth of a mile. You 


turn down street, and it is the first 
house you see on the right,— brown, with 
green blinds.” 

“Yes, yes, I understand, Miss Parker; 
but I wonder you dared let such little ones 
go out of the yard. I trust it is all right; 
but if [I were in your place, I would not 
allow it again.” 

Mr. Parlin told Susy and Prudy to wait 
while he went to Mrs. Penny’s with the 
sleigh. Of course, when he got there, the 
Pennys knew nothing about the children, 
and were in a great fright on being informed 
that, more than an hour ago, Tate had started 
for home with Dotty. 

Mrs. Penny was a widow; she had no one 


to send in search of her missing child but 
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her son Ben, a lad of fourteen, who was just 
recovering from a slow fever. 

““T must go, mother,” pleaded Ben; “I 
can’t stand it to sit here and do nothing.” 

His mother helped him draw on his over- 
coat, and then, with trembling fingers, she 
wound a shawl about his hectic cheeks. 

“ You go down by the Back Cove, and I'll 
drive to Munjoy,” said Mr, Parlin, hoarsely. 

But first he had to go to the school-house 
for Susy and Prudy. He would have let 
them wait, but feared their mother would be 
anxious. He hurried them home with scarce- 
ly a word. They ran into the house very 
merrily, just as he had meant they should do; 
and when their mother cried out,— 

“Ah, my little snow-images, where’s Dot- 
ty?” they said, gayly,— 

“Q, she’s gone to Tate Penny’s; father 
went for her; it’s something about the 


nose-bleed.” 
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Mrs. Parlin did not think twice of the 
matter. She had as much as she could do 
to shake the children’s clothes, and listen to 
their lively prattle about the snow-storm. 

“Was there ever anything like it when 
you were a little girl?” said one. ‘And 
ean there be a flood of snow? The rainbow 
isn’t any sign, is it, only about the rain?” 
said another. 

al ke appears to me,” remarked Mrs. Parlin, 
looking at the clock, “your papa is gone a 
long while. I thought Mrs. Penny lived 
very near ?” 

“So she does,” answered Prudy. “I’m 
afraid Tate is sick.” 

Mrs. Parlin feared so too, and that her 
husband was needed to go for the doctor. 
It must be dreadful, she thought, for people 
to be sick in such a terrible storm. It had 


not occurred to her, as yet, to be alarmed 
about her child. 
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The storm was all this time increasing, til! 
Mr. Parlin could see neither the road nor 
his horse, and the poor animal scarcely knew 
whether he was wading through clouds or 
snow-drifts. 

“Tt certainly is not strange the children 
should lose their way,” thought Mr. Parlin. 
*‘T must have a care, or I shall lose mine, 
100.” ; 

As his horse was only a hinderance, he 
took him ;back to the stable, and pursued 


his way on foot. 


Now we will return to the little ones, and 
see what they were doing. 

Dotty had said she was going to give up; 
still she struggled on, and Tate followed, 
crying out,— 

“Tf we die you'll say ’twas me did it; but 


who hit my nose?” 
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“QO, Tate, I don’t want to talk. I don’t 
want to talk!” : 

“‘ And who tried to go back to the scnool- 
house, Dotty Dimple, but you wouldn't? 
And then we'd have been alive now!” 

Dotty did not listen. She was thinking 
about the whooping-cough. Had she been 
saved from it in her babyhood, and lived 
six years, to meet with such a doom at last? 

“My mamma said I had the whooping- 
cough so my face was purple. She thought 
T’d die in it; but I never. I lived over it, 
and the purple went off, and DPve been alive 
ever since till to-day. O, my mamma didn’t 
think this morning how I was going to die 
oefore she’d see me again! She'd have 
kissed me a million times for good by; 
she’d have hugged me like everything! 
And then, after she’d cried her eyes out, 


she’d have said, ‘Dotty, take off your 
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water proof, dear; I don’t want my little 
girl to go to school and never come home 
any more.’ . 

‘““My father didn’t know what he’s doing, 
when he said I wasn’t tender! He thought 
I'd cough to death when I was little; he 
didn’t know this was a great deal worse’n 
the whooping-cough.” 

Unhappy Dotty! Unhappy Tate! Two 
forlorn little creatures, fighting against.a ter- 
rible fate! 

“There don’t anybody care what ’comes 
of us,” said Dotty aloud, at last. ‘There 
isn’t anybody anywhere, Tate Penny, and 
nothing in this world but just snow !” 

“QO, dear,” echoed Tate, hugging herself. 
“T never was so cold but just once, and 
then my mother rolled me in a shawl.” 

“You neyerll see your mother again,” 


said Dotty, in a hard tone, as if she took a 


“4 
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grim pleasure in it; “never again ; nor your 
house, nor your brother Ben, nor your little 
sister Tid. O, no! Just ’cause your nose 
bleeds so easy.” 

“You stop saying that, Dotty Dimple; it’s 
bad enough—’ 

“QO, Tate, what you s’pose I care about 
your nose? Miss Parker was the most to 
blame. Only think, little things like us, in 
the Primary’s Department! And to send 
us off to freeze!” 

“She'll feel dreadfully to-morrow,” said 
Tate; “don’t you believe they’ll put it in 
the papers ?” 

“T see something black,” exclaimed Dotty, 
“it’s a boy!” 

At that moment Enoch Rosenberg ap.- 
proached, his face almost hidden nnder a 
cloth cap and red comforter. 


Dotty sprang upon him. 
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“OQ, Solly,” cried she, “ Solly Rosenbug! 
Js your name Solomon? I know your 
brother's is!” 

“No; my name’s Enoch,” replied the tall 
youth, ‘There’s only one Solomon in the 
family. Is this the little Parlin girl? What 
are you doing down this way ?” 

“QO, Solly, Solly,” gasped Dotty; and then 
her strength failed, and she sank at his feet. 

Of course Tate did not keep up another 
second after that, but fell across Dotty with 
a smothered groan. 

‘“‘Here’s pretty doings!” thought Enoch; 
““two little young ones frozen to death, and 
no house in sight! What were their folks 
thinking of, to let’em out in such a trimmer 
of astorm? None o’ my business; much as 
I can do to take care o’ myself.” 

But Enoch had a heart, after all, and could 
not leave the children to perish. He took 
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Tate in his arms, she being the lighter of 
the two, and, as he could see, the fainter- 
hearted, and bade Dotty follow. 

“T can’t,” said she, feebly. 

“ Nonsense! yes, you can, too.” 
~ Dotty did not rise. 

This would never do. Enoch held up 
Tate with his left hand, and with his right 
raised Dotty and shook her fiercely. 

“Now come along,” said he; “if you don’t, 
T'll call the dog.” 

Dotty roused at once. Enoch’s words 
scattered the mist which was spreading over 
her thoughts, just as his mother’s scolding 
scattered the cobwebs from the rafters. 
Dotty found she was not dead yet, and, 
more than that, she was not going to allow 
herself to be killed by a dog that belonged 
to the Rosenberg family. So she clung to 


Enoch, and struggled on. She hardly knew 
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whether it was hours or minutes, for time 
was in a blur, like everything else; but by 
and by they came to a house. 

Enoch walked in without knocking. <A 
woman, with a baby in her arms, cried out, 
“Mercy on us!” dropped the baby into a 
cradle, and, seizing Tate, began to pull off 
her hood and cloak. 

“Fly round, Martha Jane,” said she to 
her daughter; “ take the other one, and rub 
her hands as quick as you can! Susan El- 
len, fetch the camphor-bottle! Where did 
these children come from?” 

And without waiting for an answer, she 
ran for hot water and ginger. 

“ Drink this,” said she, coming back with 
a steaming bowl, whose contents she stirred 
with a spoon. She was almost obliged to 
open the little girls’ mouths before she could 


iiake them swallow. 
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‘‘O, mother,’’ said Martha Jane, tearfully, 
“don’t you remember the lamb I told you 
about last year, at Uncle Sam’s? how stiff 
its little jaws were? We had to hold them 
apart, just this way, to pour down pepper 
tea.” 

Dotty looked up at the big girl in a green 
dress with a foolish smile. 

“Am I a little sheep?” thought she, and 
closed her eyes. 

She felt somebody tucking her into a 
warm bed. Her clothes had been removed, 
and there were nice blankets and shawls 
wrapped about her from head to foot. Then 
she fancied she was a baby with a purple 
face, dying of whooping-cough. That there 
was such a little girl as Tate Penny, she 
had quite forgotten. And Tate, who lay 
near her, had forgotten all about Dotty, 


and her own unfortunate nose, Mrs. Har- 
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ris stood watching them with enough moth 
erly kindness in her heart to have warmed 
them, body and soul. 

“Bless the little dears, they look all right 
now, and will be asleep in two minutes; but 
[ assure you, Martha Jane, I thought, when 
they first came in, it was a pretty hard 
chance; they wouldn’t have stood it out 
doors much longer.” 

Enoch was waiting in the next room. He 
was glad to hear the children were doing so 
well; but he did not say so, and hurried 
away with a cross face, as if he had already 
wasted a great deal of time. 

“ Call at Mrs. Parlin’s without fail,” said 
Mrs. Harris, ‘‘ or else at the school-house.” 

“Tt’s a good two miles to either place,” 
grumbled Enoch; “and it isn’t exactly sum- 
mer weather, you’d better believe.” 

“QO, but their folks must be told where 
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they are!’”’ persisted Mrs. Harris. “Do ga 
—there’s a good boy! I’ve nobody but girls, 


and can’t send!” ) 
Enoch slammed the door after him, leay- 


ing kind Mrs. Harris in a fever of uncer. 
tainty whether he meant to go to Mr. Par. 


lin’s or not. 
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CHAPTER IX 
A LONG NIGHT. 


Mr. Paruin found it very hard to push 
his way through the drifts, with the storm 
beating on all sides, and every snow-flake 
pricking like a needle. He thought of Ben 
Penny, and was almost afraid the sick lad 
would perish. It seemed to make very little 
difference which direction he took, since one 
was as likely to be right as another. As he 
was going down Congress Street, some one 
touched his arm. 

“Took here, sir; be you Mr. Parlin?” 

Enoch Rosenberg had spent several years 
with a farmer in the backwoods, and did 
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not talk very correctly. “The school-riis- 
tress says you're round after that little girl 
2’ yourn.” 

“Yes, yes; what do you know of her?” 

““Why, I’ve come to tell you she’s safe and 
sound, and t’other little one too.” 

“Are you sure? Is it true? Where are 
they? Speak quick!” 

“At Mr. Harris’s—two miles off—no, 
considerable scant of two miles—down yon- 
der. They’d have been as dead as door- 
nals, both of ’em, if I hadn’t happened to 
have catched up with ’em. One of ’em, she 
hollered out to me, and then they fell down, 
one top o’ the other, as near froze as ever 
you see.” 

‘“‘But how do you know they are safe now; 
tell me that!” 

“T took ’em to Mr. Harris’s; that’s how I 
know. I had to scold considerable sharp, 
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and make believe I’se going to set a dog on 
“em, afore I could bring ’em tc ” 

Mr. Parlin drew his hand across his eyes. 
He could not bear to think his tender child 
had been in such horrible danger. 

«What is your name, my young friend ?” 
said he, offering his hand to Enoch; “ and 
how did you know me? Call round to my 
office to-morrow; I want to see you again. 
This is not the time or place to thank you 
as you deserve.” 

Enoch’s black eyes glistened. He under- 
stood that Mr. Parlin meant to give him 
some money, and this was just what he had 
expected, for he remembered the liberal re- 
ward bestowed on his mother for taking care 
of Dotty a day or two. 

“Yes, sir,” replied he, thinking, “he’!l 
come down with something handsome! I 
ain’t a mite afraid but he will. Guess 
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I wouldn’t a’? taken this tramp for noth: 
ing!” 

Mr. Parlin hastened to Mrs. Penny. He 
found her pacing the floor, and staring ~ 
straight before her with fixed eyes. 

‘““Good news,” said he; “the children 
are safe.” 

Mrs. Penny screamed as if he had struck 
her. 

“‘ Safe,” repeated he; “they are at Mrs. 
Harris’s. I know the woman—one of the 
kindest souls living.” 

Mrs. Penny screamed again, and wrung 
her hands. Mr. Parlin feared she was losing 
her reason; but very soon tears began to 
flow, and the weight on her brain gave way. 

“Tf you can rest easy,” said Mr. Parlin, 
“1 do not think it will be best to bring the 
children home to-day. After this great fright 
und exposure, they need rest.” 


A LONG NIGHT. 12) 


“O, no; don’t go for them,” cried Mrs. 
Penny. “Ibeg you won’t go for them; |] 
can’t have my little Tate face such a storm 
again !” 

Mr. Parlin turned to open the door; but 
Mrs. Penny was too excited to stop talking. 

“Only think of my letting her go to 
school to-day! She said to me, ‘O, ma, I 
must go; for Dotty Dimple and I have an 
engagement!’ She thinks there’s nobody 
like Dotty Dimple!” 

Mr. Parlin turned the knob, but Mrs. 
Penny continued. 

“The child came home one night very 
much agitated, and wanted to know why I 
didn’t make her be good, like Dotty Dim- 
ple. I told her I couldn’t; she must try 
for herself. ‘ But, ma,’ said she, ‘you ought 
to pray to me, and make me good; that’a 
what Dotty Dimple’s mother does to her! 
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Dotty says, if our Nancy put her to bed, she 
shouldn’t be any better’n me!” 

Mr. Parlin laugned. 

“ Our little daughter thinks very well of 
herself,”’ said he; “and that is the most dis- 
couraging thing about her. Good by, Mrs, 
Penny. To-morrow, as soon as the storm 
is over, I will go for the children.” 

“ Good by, sir; and send my boy back, if 
you find him.” 

‘“‘ Good by, thir,” said a little dumpling of 
a girl, called Tid, peeping out from behind 
the closet door. 

“My precious Tate,” thought Mrs. Penny, 
earnestly ; “if I ever get her home again, I 
will take more pains with her. I presume 
Nancy doesn’t hear her say her prayers half 
the time. She seems inclined to tell wrong 
stories lately ; who knows but I could break 
up the habit, if, as dotty Dimple says, I put 
her to bed myself ?” 
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Mr. Parlin overtook Ben Penny, and 
nelped him home. By that time he longed 
for shelter: but how could he rest until he 
had seen for himself that Motty was safe ? 
The Rosenberg boy had no doubt intended 
to tell the truth, but there might be some 
mistake; so the anxious father went all the 
way to Mr. Harris’s, and. when he arvived 
there, found the children fast asleep. 

* Do stay and rest yourself, sir,” said Mrs. 
Harris. ‘* You look as if you couldn’t walk 
another step.” 

“Thank you,” replied Mr. Parlin; “an 
hour’s rest would be very welcome; but I 
dare not take it; it is growing late.” 

The tired man set outagain. By the time 
he reached home, he was so exhausted that 
he could scarcely speak. 

“Why, my dear husband, what is the 
matter?” said Mrs. Parlin; ‘and where 


is Dotty?” 
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“ Safe,” replied Mr. Parlin from the depths 
of a sofa pillow, “safe!” 

“Safe?” 

“Yes, at Mrs. Harris’s.” 

“At Mrs. Harris’s, Edward? What is 
she doing there?” 

“ Having a good nap.” 

“ Sleeping at this time of day ?” 

“Yes; you see she got thoroughly chilled.” 

«Chilled ?” 

“Yes; she and that Penny child lost their 
way?” 

“Lost their way? When? Where?” 

“Going from the school-house to Mrs. 
Penny’s.” 

Prudy was excessively amused. 

“Why, papa, the road isn’t any longer ’n 
my little finger!” 

“But this snow, my dear, is a great deal 


deeper than your finger. I fear we shall 
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hear of sad accidents, for it will prove ona 
of the worst storms ever known in New 
England.” 

It was a fearful night. The wind shrieked 
and rattled the windows, and shook the 
storm-door. One would have thought a le- 
gion of wretched, starving beggars were 
prowling about the house, pleading to be 
let in, And still it was nothing but the 
wind. 

“T wish my children were all at home,” 
sighed Mrs. Parlin, every time the shrieks 
awakened her. ‘I know Mrs. Harris will take 
good care of Dotty; but I don’t like to have 
my little girl away from me on such a night 
as this.” 

At the same time Dotty Dimple was lying 
in a room whose walls were papered so 
strangely, that she thought the pictures kept 
her awake even in the dark. A boy pump. 


iy 


126 DOTTY DIMPLE AT SCHOOL. 


ing water for some cows—she wondered 
why the water didn’t freeze; and a lady 
‘jumping the rope with a shawl.” Then the 
bedstead had very high posts, with a ball 
stuck upon every one, like a head on a pin. 

“People do have such queer things in their 
houses that it keeps me awake,” thought 
Dotty, who had been asleep most of the 
afternoon. 

“And there’s Tate, now—nothing keeps 
her awake. I wish she was; but I don’t 
dare touch her for fear she’ll have the nose- 
bleed.” 

The wind seized the house between its 
teeth and shook it. 

“O, my!” thought Dotty, “where are we 
going to? S’pose this house should blow to 
Europe, and my father’s house should blow 
to Boston! But, there needn’t anybody think 


I can help it, for I can’t. It wasn’t running 
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away. Miss Parker said we might; and | 
lon’t s’pect my papa knows this minute.” 

Dotty was so homesick that Mrs. Harris 
nad not mentioned her father’s visit. 

“ That Solly Rosenbug, that’s called some- 
thing else,—I’ve forgot his name,—he won’t 
remember to tell him. My father ’ll have to 
print me in the papers. ‘My daughter 
Alice, with a calico wrapper on. Have you 
seen her? Little pockets in, and a pair of 
red mittens.’ Nobody has ever seen me, the 
snow was so thick; and when they are so 
seared they can’t speak a word, then I shall 
get there; but not go through the cellar 
window, though, ’cause I didn’t run away, 
and couldn’t help it. I was doing just right. 

‘“‘ How they'll feel! And what’s the first 
words grandma’ll say? I know. she always 
says ’em after I’ve had a dreadful time, and 


didn’t get drowned, or die,— 


if 
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“<We gave his angels a charger of, con 
cerning thee.’ 

‘‘T don’t know what she means by an ‘an- 
gel a charger of.’ P’r’aps ’twill be Solly 
Rosenbug, she means; but she don’t know 
how he looks, or she wouldn’t call him an 
angel! ”” 

It was a long night for Dotty. For the 
endless space of two hours she lay sad and 
homesick, thinking how dreary it was with- 
out her mother. In the morning the storm 
was past; but the wind, which had not slept. 
a wink all night, started up as fresh as ever. 
When Dotty looked out of the window, there 
lay the world, all dead and buried, nothing 
to be seen but mounds of snow. 

‘The streets are gone,” said Dotty, “and 
everything else. You could ride top o’ the 
houses, and not know the difference. The 


trees look as if they were sound asleep and 
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being rocked, with their night-caps on. 
Horses sleep standing up; so do trees, 
too.” 

“My mother didn’t sleep,” said Tate. “1 
know she must a’ laid awake and cried. She 
can’t eat a speck o’ breakfast, and Nancy’ll 
bring her some toast in bed.” 

“My mamma never eats in bed,’’ said 
Dotty ; “she doesn’t think it’s proper, but 
she’ll look paler’n your mother does, for ’m 
her youngest child !” 

“ Did you think my mother didn’t love me 
as well as she did Tid?”’ asked Tate, in an 
injured tone, tracing a little rivulet with her 
finger-nail on the frosted pane. 

*O, dear! I don’t care how much she loves 
you, Tate, if my father’d only come and take 
me home.” 

“Cheer up, children,” said Mrs. Harris; 
*‘he’ll be here soon; just as soon as the men 
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can cut a road through the drifts. Now 
come and eat your breakfasts, dears.” 

“She heard what you said, Tate Penny! 
You always talk so loud!” whispered Dotty 
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CHAPTER X. 
SAFE AT HOME, 


Ir was nearly noon before Mr. Parlin could 
go for the children. Dotty was received at 
home as joyfully as if she had been gone on 
a long journey. 

“ Kiss me all you’re going to, Prudy,” said 
she, as she sat in her mother’s lap, with her 
sisters kneeling before her, ‘“ ’cause, when 
you’ve kissed me enough, I want to put some 
canther ice on my lips, the wind has scorched 
"em so.” 

“Tt’s splendid that you didn’t freeze,” said 
Susy; “but what is the reason you are al- 
ways getting into such awful fixes, Dotty 
Dimple?” 


» 
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Dotty sat upright and looked down on 
Susy with an air of injured innocence. 

“Tt wasn’t my fix this time, Susy Parlin; 
it was Tate Penny’s. And do you think my 
conscience pricks? No, indeed!” 

“QO, no,’ said Prudy, quickly; ‘‘it is sc 
different—”’ 

She was about to add, “from running 
away,” but checked herself. 

“ Yes, Prudy, I did’t run away this time, 
truly; I blowed away. Why, I couldn't 
have helped it, mamma, not if I’d been the 
mayor, and *bliged to put myself in the lock- 
up for it !” 

‘No, dear; we understand.” 

“J didn’t think I’d ever sit in my own 
mother’s lap again, I gave up, and my head 
went tipside over. Then Solly Rosenbug 
said he’d set the dog on me. There wasn’t 


any dog! Ishouldn’t think he’d talk so toa 
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froze girl—should you? that never did a 
thing, only hold on to his jacket ?” 

“ But, dear,” said Grandma Read, chafing 
Dotty’s hands, “ through the mercy ot God, 
the boy saved thy life!” 

“‘[ s’pose so,” said Dotty, solemnly ; ‘‘ waa 
he an angel a charger of ?” 

‘‘ What does thee mean, Alice ?” 

* No’m, I didn’t spose he was; I knew he 
wasn’t.” 

Dotty hastened to change the subject. 

“Grandma ’ll think I’m a nidiot,” she re 
flected, “to call him an angel, with a com- 
forter on, and fibbed about a dog!” 

“Mamma, what is the sky made of, that 
makes it so blue ?” 

“What we call the sky, Dotty, is only 
atmosphere, or air. I cannot explain it to 
you; it seems blue because it is so far 


away.” 
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“ Why, that was what made me so ‘blue 
last night, ‘cause J was so far away.” 

“Pshaw !” said Susy; ‘it’s nonsense for 
such a little girl as you are to talk about the 
‘blues.’ If you have them so much, ’m 
afraid they’ll settle in your nose, and you'll 
be a ‘Blue Nose,’ like Norah.” 

“O, what did Norah say when I didn’t 
come home? I’m going out to see.” 

“Norah,” cried Dotty, bursting into the 
kitchen, “you never came in to ask if I was 
froze to death!” 

Norah set down her flat-iron and kissed 
the child. 

“Didu’t I know for sure you wasn’t las¢ 
night, when your father came hame and told 
us? And wouldn’t it have broke my heart 
if you’d died in the storm ?” 

“Would it though, Norah? Then your 


heart must be hard; a soft one couldn’t 
preak :” 
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“Well, well, Miss Dimple, you’re the first 
ene ever told me my heart was hard !” 

“Turn your face round, Norah. Why, 
*tisn’t blue; the end of it’s red 7” 

 What’s red ?” 

“Your nose. I thought it wasn’t blue !” 

“ Pretty talk that is, now,” exclaimed No- 
reh, angrily. “If mother and I had corne 
straight from Ireland, it’s Paddies we’d be. 
But if we stopped in Nova Scotie, it’s Blue 
Noses; and that’s all the manners there is 
in this country, for sure.” 

Dotty was rather glad to have made a sen- 
sation. 

“Tt’s ?cause your mother is so far away, 
Norah; that’s why they say her nose is so 
blue, like the sky up there. I cannot ex- 
plain it to you, but that’s the reason why.” 

Norah’s little flash of temper died out in 
alaugh. She would not allow herself to ba 


angry with such a simple little child. 
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“Never mind about noses,”said she, pleas 
antly. “ Here’s something I baked for you 
this morning.” 

It was a little custard pie, with a delicate 
surface of sugar frosting. 

“QO, thank you, ever so much! I'll never 
call your nose blue again. Your mother’s 
is, but yours isn’t.” 

Dotty skipped away to show the pie to her 
sisters. | 

“ Norah wouldn’t have made it if I’d run 
away. Nobody blames me this time; how 
ean they, Prudy, when I did just right ?” 

Little thrills of exceeding joy danced 
through and through Dotty’s heart. It was 
so seldom she got into trouble when she 
“wasn’t to blame,” and could say she had 
done “just right !” 

“What do you find in that paper that in- 


terests you so much, my dear?” said her 
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father, as he saw her eagerly spelling cut 
the advertisements in the Portland Press. 

Dotty did not reply at once. She did not 
like to confess that she had been looking for 
her own name, “ Alice Pariin, a little girl 
with a red calico wrapper, and little pockets 
in.” But no such name appeared. There 
seemed to be very much said about silk, and 
soap, and lard, and nails; but nothing at all 
concerning two little girls who had lost their 
way in the storm. Dotty concluded the 
mayor had not heart of. 

«« Are you sure you know all your letters, 
Alice?” said Mr. Parlin, quite amused by 
her earnestness. 

““Q, papa, what an idea! When I’ve 
known them for years and years, and been 
to -chool in the primary’s department in the 
First Reader up to the head three times !” 


‘- T beg your pardon, my dear !” 
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Dotty thought she would give her father 
a proof that she could read. 

“ Papa,” said she, looking up from the 
newspaper, with quite a grown-up expres: 
sion of face, ‘‘ who is Scat 2?” 

“ Scat? What do you mean, Alice ?” 

‘‘Q, there’s a man in this paper called 
Scat, and it’s such a funny name, I wanted 
to know where he lived.” 

Dotty passed the Press to her father, 
pointing to some votes in a recent election. 
“Jones 110, Fling 106, Seat. 45.” “Seat. 
does not mean any one in particular,” said 
Mr. Parlin, laughing; ‘“ it merely stands for 
‘scattering.’ ” 

“But it said Seat.” returned Dotty, indig- 
nantly. 

She had expected her father to express 
some surprise at her progress in reading. 


She would be eareful next time, and choose 
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a better newspaper ; the Portland Press said 
one thing when it meant another. 

Mrs. Parlin thought Dotty was not well 
enough to go to school that afternoon. 

“JT don’t know what Miss Parker ’Il think,” 
said the child; “she always looks to see if 
Iam there.” 

But Dotty was not at all sorry to be sit- 
ting between her mother and her grand- 
mother, making a book-mark, while the 
wind whistled at the windows, and the fire 
glowed in the grate. 

“You needn’t try to getin here, old 
Wind,” said she, shaking her sampler fierce. — 
ly; “you can’t get through the double win- 
dows! O, mamma, it doesn’t seem much 
as it did yesterday, with me a-blowing to 
which ways, and thought I shouldn’t live to 
get home—hadn’t any h-o-p-e,” added she, 
quoting from her book-mark. 
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“We will try to be very thankful you 
were spared,” said Mrs. Parlin, kissing the 
earnest little face. 

“Yes, thee could easily have died,” said 
Mrs. Read; “but the Lord willed it other- 
wise.” 

Dotty held her needle in the air, and looked 
into the coals. There was a picture there of 
a white snow-storm, and two little girls lying 
dead, like the babes in the wood, with only 
the storm to wrap them in chilly sheets of 
snow. 

“Yes, we could have tipped over and died 
very easy,” thought she, with a shudder ; 
“but it wasn’t best; so a boy came and 
saved us. But, said she,. aloud, “I guess 
he didn’t know God sent him, or he wouldn’t 
have dared whistle a lie with his mouth, 
when there wasn’t a bit of a dog to whistle 


2? 


to 
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Grandma looked into the coals, and said 
nothing. 

‘*T know what she wants to say,” thought 
Dotty. ‘God saved me to purpose ; and He 
wouldn’t have saved me to purpose if He 
didn’t s’pect I was going to be a good girl. 
And I mean to; O, yes, I mean to. Tl try 
harder’n ever I tried before. No tempers 
Tm not going to have, and no anything that’s 
naughty, and always put it in my prayers to 
ask if I needn’t grow better every minute ; 
and then I truly shall! You don’t s’pose 
He’d hear and not pay ’tention? No; He 
always pays “tention, and likes to have us 
ask such questions as that ; mother says so.” 

Dotty plodded away at her book-mark, 
going to her mother with every stitch, or 
now and then venturing tc make one of her 
own, which always had to be pulled out. 
But it was finished at last, and Prudy was 
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pleased with the present, only there was a 
slight mistake in the motto, and it read, 
“Hope on, hop ever,” 

“JT didn’t mean to tell you to hop,” said 
Dotty; “I left out an ’e;’ ’twas a mistake, 
there were so many e’s; but I do know how 
to spell, Prudy Parlin.” 

“O, yes, little sister; Miss Parker says 
you learn very fast.” 

GAD: Prudy, did you see her to-day; and 
what did she say about me and Tate?” 

“She feels dreadfully, Dotty; the tears 
came to her eyes.” 

“They did, Prudy? Well, I should think 
they would. Letting two little things like 
us lose ourself! Wasn’t it awful? She’ll 
kiss me when I go back to school, and she’ll 
want to give me pep’mints and taffy; but it 
wouldn’t be polite right before the other 
girls, She'll only say, ‘I’m glad to see our 
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dear little Dotty back again, and Tate, too,’ 
said she, ‘and you may sit together if you 
like, and just whisper the whole living 
time!’ That’s what she'll say.” 

*“O, she won't, either, Dotty; you musn’t 


think of such a thing,” laughed Prudy. 
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CHAPTER XI. 
BOSOM FRIENDS. 


Dorry did not go to school again until the 
next Monday. Miss Parker kissed her af- 
fectionately, and said, she should never 
forgive herself for her thoughtlessness ; 
which was very gratifying to Dotty. 

At recess Miss Parker called both the 
little girls up to her, and asked for the his- 


tory of their “‘blowing away.” 


Dotty gave 
it with delight, and whenever her breath 
failed, Tate added a word of her own. 

“Tf her nose hadn’t bled that time, Miss — 
arker, we were going to ask you something. 


Mayn’t we sit together? ’Cause Tate likes 
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me, and she don’t like Dice Prosser; do you, 
Tate?” 

“Not much,” replied Tate, timidly ; “but 
I don’t hate her near so bad as you do Lina 
Kosenberg.” 

“OQ, I don’t hate anybody,” said Dotty, 
virtuously ; “only [ asked my mother which 
she wanted me to sit with, and she said 
‘Tate,’ if you’re perfectly willing, Miss Par- 
ker. Tate doesn’t betwitch me, and I’m not 
afraid to have her sit next to my pocket.” 

“T have no objection to your changing 
your seats,” said Miss Parker, smiling ; “but 
I wish you to remember, children, that | 
have a great deal of care, and if you love 
me you will try to be quiet.” 

“So we will—won’t we, Tate?” said Dot- 
ty, joyfully, as they moved their books 
‘We'll be better girls, ’cause, don’t you 
know, we were saved to purpose?” 
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Dotty was as good as her word, She 
could not always keep her little tongue still ; 
but on the whole, she tried so hard to de 
right, that Miss Parker loved her better and 
better every day. 

The two little seat-mates were becoming 
“bosom friends.” Tate regarded Dotty as 
a superior being, and Miss Dimple was quite 
willing to be looked up to and copied 
Much of their time out of school was spent 
in printing letters to each other, of which 


this is a specimen :— 


Deer Tart :— 

Jhonnie cald Me todelkins. One time 
Flierway put a pertater onter the Kerryseen 
Kan, onter the nose. kiss tid for Me. 

Truely yours, 
ALIcE Pariin. 
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This letter was the longest one Dotty had 
ever written. It cost her an hour’s patient 
labor, and just as she was folding it carefully 
in the shape of a diamond, Prudy tipped the 
inkstand over it, and almost “ blotted it out 
forever.” Dotty was about to scold, but 
stupped to count ten, and then said, with 
almost a smile,— 

“No matter. You didn’t spoil anything 
put the “ Toddlekins,” and that was so crook. 
ed I was ’shamed of it.” 

Then Dotty hung the letter on the clothes 
line to dry, while her heart danced for 
joy because she had been so patient with 
Prudy. 

But one morning Tate did not appear at 
school, and to Miss Dimple’s great grief, 
the following note was given her by Ben 


Penny «— 
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Darina Dorry: 

J canot set-with yon enny more. Ime go 
ing tomy mothers arnts scholl, The one 
that the mice eat u- her cows. Good by. 

Verry truley, 


SARAH PENNY. 


Dotty sat for a whole minute with her 
head on her hand. She could not remem- 
ber about this queer “ arnt,” though Tate 
had described all her relatives, and, without 
doubt, this one among the others. 

“Mice ate up her cows! {[t must be very 
great mice, or else very tinty cows! 

But the sad fact that Tate was going to 
another school made Dotty as lonesome as 
a widowed dove. She was obliged to go 
round to Mrs. Penny’s that night to talk 


about it; she told her mother she “ couldn’t 
live if she didn’t.” 
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**O, mamma,” cried she, as soon as she 
returned, ‘I do wish you’d let me go to that 
dear little school! It’s Tate’s aunt’s mother, 
and she keeps cows and mice, and it’s such 
a dear little school!” 

“What do you know about the lady, 
Dotty ?” 

“QO, Tate told me all about her. She 
wears one of these hair things you call a 
wig, and a cap right on over it; and to-mor- 
row’s Wednesday, no school in the after- 
noon; but her aunt’s mother has it all day, 
and afterwards going to show ’em the sheeps 
and camp-meetings. And wants to know if 
I can go—there’s little boys, too—with my 
red dress on, and stay to Tate’s house to tea 
—if you don’t care and perfectly willing. 
’Cause it’s a dear little school!” 

Dotty caught her breath, and went on:-— 


«She wants me to go all the time, and not 


if 
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go to Miss Parker, Tate does. The wo. 
man’s real good, and prays in school with her 
eyes wide open. That’s so, she can see the 
little boys and little girls when they’re 
doing naughty, and gets up and shakes ’em, 
and then she goes to praying again.” 

“JT shouldn’t want to go to such a school 
as that,” said Prudy. 

“O, she doesn’t shake ’em, ’thout they 
need to be shook; she’s a good woman, and 
lets °em eat gingerbread in school.” 

Mrs. Parlin said Dotty might go just once, 
and see how she liked it. So, the next after- 
noon, she set out with Tate for “‘the dear- 
little school.” As they skipped along swing- 
ing each other by the hand, they were met 
by Johnny. Dotty began to hurry. 

“ Where are you going, Dot?” 

“ Going away.” 

“You don’t say! When you coming 
back ?” 
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When I return!” 

After which pert reply, Dotty tossed her 
head, and swung Tate along upon the full run. 

A flash of anger rose to Johnny’s eyes 
He and his little cousin had not had a quar. 
rel since the Crystal Wedding, and he was 
starting for his Aunt Mary’s, to make an af- 
ternoon visit. Dotty saw the flash, and it 
set her thinking. 

“T wouldn’t want to go with me and Tate 
to where I wasn’t wanted! But Johnny does! 
But, then, he said he wouldn’t quarrel, ’thout 
I begun it, and J won’t begin it. Tl stop 
throwing my head back, ’cause that always 
makes the tempers come.” 

She was learning to watch the lion in her 
bosom. When he began to shake his mane, 
she said, ** Lie down, sir.” It was the only 
way; after he had really got upon his feet, 
and begun to rage, Dotty couldn’t stop him. 


-, 
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“Tate,” said she, sweetly, “are you will. 
ing Johnny should go too? For I’spect you 
want to; don’t you, Johnny?” 

It was a small sacrifice, and Dotty thought 
she was well repaid, when her cousin, with 
the greatest good humor, whipped a paper 
bag out of his pocket, and began to scat- 
ter about figs, and candy, and jujube paste, 

“Yes, Pll go to school with you,” said 
Johnny; “but who is Mrs. Piper? Peter's 
wife?” 

“He’s dead, her husband is,” replied 


Tate. ‘I don’t know what bis name was.” 
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CHAPTER XIL 


“THE DEAR LITTLE SCHOOL.” 


Mrs. Prpsr lived in a white cottage which 
nestled all summer under a woodbine; but 
there was no woodbine now, and the strips 
of red leather, which had held it up, were left 
sticking here and there by nails, and looked 
frightfully like caterpillars. There was a 
yard before the house, and in it were two 
or three hen-coops, half buried in snow. 

“She keeps ’em in the back room, in the 
winter,” said Tate, referring to the chickens, 

Tate opened the door, and was greeted by 
a black cat, and then by a gray one. A 
yellow kitten sprang out upon Johnny, and a 
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hen, with a lame leg bound up in a rag, 
pecked at Dotty’s feet. 

“Do crazy folks live here?” muttered 
Johnny. 

Tate fumbled at the latch of the sit- 
ting-room door, but could not lift it, and 
it was-opened from within by Mrs. Piper— 
a woman so fat and queer that Dotty con- 
ciuded it must be Peter’s mother, and she 
had eaten the whole “ peck of peppers” ata 
meal. Her cheeks were the color of pep- 
pers, and her false hair, which was very 
false indeed, had fallen down from the top 
of her forehead and drifted round to one 
side, 

“Tow do you do, my pretty pets?” said 
she to the three visitors, and stroked Dotty’s 
face with her hand, which had an old kid 
glove on it without any fingers, 


The room was not very large for a school. 
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room. There were only ten scholars in it, 
and they all seemed to feel quite at home; 
but Dotty looked in vain for the gingerbread. 
There was a little earthen tea-pot on the 
air-tight stove, also a flat-iron. 

“What a queer school?” thought she; for 
the hens in the back room cackled so loud as 
to drown the voice of a little girl reading. 
Mrs. Piper saw Dotty laugh behind Johnny’s 
shoulder, and she laughed too. 

“ You think I’m a funny old woman,” said 
she, ‘‘ because I keep hens in the shed; but 
it’s a very warm place for’em, dear. When 
[had little boys of my own, I didn’t keep 
cats and hens; but now my little boys are 
all gone, and I want something to love—do 
you see ?” 

“Yes’m,” said Dotty, very sorry Mrs. 
Piper’s boys were all gone, but thinking 
that did not make the cats and hens any the 
‘ess funny. 


:/ 
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“The reason I want little children to come 
to my school is, because my hens and cats 
can’t talk to me, and sometimes I am lone- 
some. I teach my scholars to be good,” said 
she, turning to shake a little girl for snap- 
ping apple-seeds; “ that is better than book- 
- learning. I am talking to them to-day about 
truth. Do you always tell the truth, little 
dear?” said she to Dotty, so abruptly that 
Dotty found it hard to keep from laughing. 

“Sometimes I don’t, m’m; ’most always 
Ledor® 

“ That’s right, little dear; that’s right. A 
lie is an abomination; do yousee?, Can you 
say the word ?” 

“ A-bommer-nation,” repeated Dotty. 

““An abomination to the Lord.’ That 
means He hates it. Now, if you ever 
feel as if you wanted to tell a lie, will you 
stop long enough to say ‘ abomination’ three 
times?” 
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eV extn.” 

“All, answer me.” 

““Yes’m,” cried the children in chorus, 
looking up from their paper balls, and 
paper boats, and picture books. 

“ That’s right, little dears,” said Mrs. Pi- 
per; and then she waddled away to hear a 
class of one boy in arithmetic. After this 
she told the children to study their spelling 
lessons ; and while they were doing so she 
looked around with a satisfied smile, and 
taking the tea-pot off the stove, and filling it, 
began to water the plants in the windows. 

Dotty bit her lips. 

“Are those roses in the big bowls tea- 
roses?’ thought she. “I’ve heard of such 
a kind, but I didn’t know ’twas tea that 
made them so.” 

The plants were in cups, and saucers, and 


basins, and everything else but flower-pots. 
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There was a dew-plant in an iron kettle, 
spattered all over with little red blossoms, 
“like the measles,” Dotty thought. “And 
the cattycus had something else the matter, 
for it was covered with little white pim- 
ples.” 

After the good lady had helped her forty 
plants to a cup of tea all around, it was time 
to hear the lessons, Tate was delighted to 
show the silver medal which hung from her 
neck by a blue ribbon, and was a sign that 
she stood at the head of her spelling class. 

** Now school is done,” said Mrs. Piper, 
settling her false hair; ‘‘ and as you’ve been 
pretty good children for the last four weeks, 
I suppose you all want to see my pictures ?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” cried the children, Johnny 
loudest of all. 

“Tt isn’t what everybody would call pic- 


tures,” said Mrs. Piper, opening the bureau 
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drawers in the entry, while no less than four 
eats sprang upon her, and playfully tried to 
assist her in taking out her treasures, 

“No, Z shouldn’t call them pictures,” 
thought Dotty, as Mrs. Piper held them so 
high that she saw nothing but a rough, dark 
surface, 

‘Looks to me like hemlock bark,’ thought 
Johnny, and decided at once that he had been 
right in the first place, and the woman was 
certainly crazy. 

Mrs. Piper set the pictures on a table. A 
murmur of surprise arose from the lips of 
Johnny and Dotty. 

“ A camp-meeting, little dears,” explained 
Mrs. Piper, pointing to several wee tents 
made of white cloth, and spread around on 
the smooth surface of the bark which had 
been covered with moss to imitate grass. 


There were sprigs of evergreen stuck in for 
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trees; and here and there a bit of broken 
looking-glass served fora brook. But the 
men and women formed the most attractive 
part of the scene. These were little rag 
babies as long as your finger, dressed for 
church; the men in long-tailed coats and 
stove-pipe hats; the women in gowns of all 
colors, and bonnets trimmed with tiny 
feathers, or very narrow taste. The preach- 
ers stood outside the tents, holding little 
things in their hands which Mrs. Piper said 
were hymn-books and Bibles, though they 
looked like bits of paper. The preachers 
were looking at the hymns with their little » 
beads of eyes, and reading them aloud with 
their red worsted mouths. The men and 
women who seemed to be doing nothing at 
all but try to keep from tipping over, were 
actually singing, only the music, like the 
rippling of the looking-glass brooks, was se 
very low that it couldn’t be heard. 


THE DEAR LITTLE SCHOOL. 161 


“Do you see that man with the red 
cheeks? It was whiskey did it; but I stuck 
a pin in my finger, and rubbed on a little 
blood. He is singing, ‘Happy day! Happy 
day!’ After his sings were washed away 
he never drank any more. His name was 
John Peck; he was my brother. Little boys, 
I hope you will never drink! 

“This man with the red shirt on was my 
husband; he was a sea captain; and one day 
his ship sank, and then I was a widow. Lit- 
tle girls, I hope you’ll never be widows!” 

Dotty hid behind Johnny’s shoulder again. 
Mrs. Piper went on to the next picture. 

“Here is Ruth and Boze,” said she, mean- 
ing Boaz. ‘Did you ever read the story of 
Ruth? how she wouldn’t leave Naomi? that’s 
her mother-in-law. A good girl Ruth was, 
and a pretty girl. That is her apron she is 
holding up in her hands, I don’t know 
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whether they made’em with ruffles in those 
days or not; but the spears sticking out of 
it is wheat; she has picked it up in the field. 
And there is Boze; heis rich, for you see the 
gold on his coat-tail. And there’s Naomi, 
that Ruth loved. Do you love your own 
mothers, little girls, and mind what they 
say? I hope so. Itis a beautiful story. 
Ask some one to read it to you. And now, 


these sheep, what do you think they are 
made of ?”” 


“ Dough,” eried Johnny. 

Mrs. Piper looked crestfallen. 

“Why, how did you know that, little dear? 
Yes, these sheep are made of dough; but 
their backs are ridged over with a pin to 
look like wool. I had sixteen, but I set ’em 
on the floor to dry, and the lame hen ate up 
ten. I want you all to be good little chil- 
dren and do right,” added the good woman, 
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who tried to remember to put in a moral 
every few minutes. ‘And now I will show 
you some more things. Here is a piece of 
lava; came out of avoleano—Vesuvius. Here 
are some sharks’ teeth, and these are whales’ 
teeth ; and see these big sea-shells, full of the 
roar of the sea that drowned my husband! 

“There, that will do; it is growing dark. 
Now, is there anything you have learned at 
my school to-day, little dears ?” 

As she looked at Dotty, Dotty replied,— 

“Yes’m ; how to say Bommer-nibble.”’ 

“She means ‘abomination,’ ”’ corrected 
Tate. 

“Yes, i know. Remember, a lie is an 
abomination to the Lord, And now, good 
by, little dears.” 

So saying, Mrs, Piper made an old-fash- 
ioned courtesy, and waved the children out 


of the room with both hands. 
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They put on their wrappings in the hall, 
and passed out, leaving the dear, queer old 
lady alone with her flowers, cats, and 
chickens 

“Tm glad we’ve got far enough away so 
we can laugh,” said Dotty. 

‘‘She’s crazy,” cried Johnny, “awful crazy.” 

Tate hurried along, and caught up with 
Dotty. She had lingered behind to kiss 
her auntie, and receive a seed-cake from her 
cupboard. 

“Didn’t I say it was a dear little school?” 
said Tate, for she had always known and 
loved her Aunt Piper, and did not think how 
odd the dear woman must seem to a stranger. 

“ Ye—s,” answered Dotty, “‘ only my face 
is all burning a-fire, trying to keep from 
laughing.” 

“Paps it’s queer,” said Tate; “but 
isn’t she a darling ?” 
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Dotty did not answer, and Johnny gave 
ner asly pinch on the arm, with a very 
comical look about his mouth. 

«And your’e going to tell your mamma 
you like the school, and ask her if you 
mayn’t come, so you can sit with me, Dotty, 
Dimple ?” ' 

Dotty was about to say, “ Yes, Pll ask 
her ;” for she thought, “I can do it ’way 
dowr in my throat, so she’ll know I don’t 
want to go— But. no; it’s wicked to de- 
ceive Tate.” 

“You’re going to ask your mother?” re. 
peated Tate. 

“ Bommernibble, bommernibble, bommer- 
nibble!” whispered Dotty, forgetting the 
word, but remembering her promise. Ther 
she felt quite brave, and said aloud,— 

“No, Tate; I'd like to sit with you for 
ever and always; but I shan’t ask my moth 
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er; ’cause I like Miss Parker the best. Miss 
Parker isn’t crazy, and she isn’t a nidiot !” 

“Nor my auntie isn’t, either,” said Tate, 

ready to cry. | 
_ &T never said she was, Tate; did I, John- 
ny? ButI don’t want to go toaschool where 
the hens kerdahcut right in the house, and 
they give their flowers tea and coffee !” 

“Hurrah for you, Dot Dimple!” cried 
Johnny; but poor little Tate wiped off a 
tear with the thumb of her mitten. 

The end of all was, that as Dotty would 
not go to Mrs. Piper’s school, Tate left it, 
and went back to Miss Parker with Dotty. 

“We want to sit together as Jong as we 
live,” said Dotty, coming home one night in 
a very happy frame of mind; “and the 
teacher says we are her little comforts!” 

“Only think of Dotty’s being a comfort!” 
said Susy, with a curling lip; but Mrs. Pan 
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tin looked at her oldest daughter reproving: ~ 
ly, and Susy added,— 

“But you do grow better, ne I de. 
clare you do!” and kissed the child on the 
torehead. 


Praise from Susy! This was something 
new! Dotty’s eyes twinkled and shone like 


stars on a winter’s night. 

«You are getting to be just like anybody 
now,” said Prudy. “ You can make book- 
marks, and go to school, and have vaca- 
tions.” 

“ T know it,” replied Dotty, with a queen- 
ly pose of the head; ‘‘and when we go ta 
vacation next summer, there won’t anybody 
ask, ‘Is this Mrs. Parlin’s baby ?’” 

“No, indeed,” said Prudy, consolingly. 

‘¢ Flyaway will be the only baby there is at 


Willowbrook next summer, and she is grow: 


_ ing up.” 
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“7 wish it was next summer now,” sighed 


Dotty. 


And it will be “next summer” before we 
see Miss Dimple again. 

Let us hope she may arrive at her grand- 
father Parlin’s in good health and spirits, 
and that we who meet her there may be ag 
rosy and happy as herself. 
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“Tue authoress of THE LivrLe Prupy Stories would be 
elected Aunty-laureate if the children had an opportunity, for 
the wonderful books she writes for their amusement, She is 
the Dickens of the nursery, and we do not hesitate to say de- 
velops the rarest sort of genius in the specialty of depicting 
smart little children.””— Hartford Post. 
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SOPHIE MAY'S “LITTLE-FOLKS” BOOKS. 


“Tho children will sot be left without healthful entertainment and 
‘kindly Instruction so long as Sopniz May (Miss Rebecca 5, Clarke) 
lives and wields her graceful pen in their behatf. Miss CLaRxR has 
made a close and loving study of childhood, and she Is almost {dolizoa 
by the crowd of ‘nephews and nieces’ who claim her as aunt. “Noth- 
ing to us can ever be quite so delightfully charming as were the ‘ Dottx 
Dimple’ and the ‘Little Prudy’ books to our youthful imagination," 
but wo have no doubt the little folks of to-day will find the stery.oh 
*¥laxie Frizzle’ and her young friends just as fascinating. Tlteré’ ie 
a sprightliness about all of Miss CLARKE’s books that attracts the 
young, and their purity, their absolute cleanliness, renders them int} 
valuable in the eyés of parents and all who are interested in the wélfara 
of children.’ — Morning Star. pac ee 

“Genius comes in with ‘Little Prudy.? Compared with her, all 
other book-children are cold creations of literature; she aione is the 
real thing. (All the quaintness of children, its originality, its ten- 
derness and its teasing, its infinite uncommon drollery, the serious 
earnestness of its fun, the fun of its seriousness, the naturalness ‘of 
ita plays, and the delicious oddity of its progress, all these. united 
fox dear Little Prudy to embody them.” — North American Review, 


‘SOPHIE MAY'S “LITTLE-FOLK’S® BOOKS, 
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ONG Soe SLE OETA I Le & 
Illustrated. Comprising: — 
ALITTLE PRUDY. 


LITTLE PRUDY'S SISTER SUSIE. __ 
LITTLE PRUDY’S CAPTAIN HORACE. 
LITTLE PRUDY'S : COUSt GRACE. 
LITTLE PRUDY’S STORY BOOK. 
LITTLE PRUDY’S DOTTY DIMPLB, 


IA neat 14x, Price 15 conte pér volume, 


SOPHIE MAY’S “LITTLE-FOLKS” BOOKS, 
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LITTLE PRUDY. 


“*] have been wanting to say a word about a book for children, 
perfect of its kind—I mean Litre Prupy. It seems to me the 
greatest book of the season for children. The authoress has a genius 
for story-telling, Prudy’s letter to Mr. ’Gustus Somebody must be 
genuine ; {if an.invention, it shows a génius akin to that of the great 
masters. It is a positive kindness to the little ones to remind their 
parents that there is such a book as Litre Prupy.” — Springfield 
Republican, 

—_—— 


LITTLE PRUDY’S SISTER SUSIE., 


Every little girl and boy who has made the acqnaintance of that 
funny ‘Little Prudy’ will be eager to read this book, in which she 
figures quite as largely as her bigger sister, though the joys and 
troubles of poor Susts make a very interesting story.” — Portland 
Transcript. 

‘Certainly one of the most cunning, natural, and witty littl books, 
‘we evor read,” — Hartford Press, 


——-+ 


LITTLE PRUDY’S CAPTAIN HORACE. 


“Those are stich 48 none but Soprtm May can write, and we know’ 
hot where to look for two more choice and beautiful volumes Sosix 
for girls and Horaos for boys. They are not only amusing and Won- 
derfully entertaining, but teach most effective lessons of, patience, 
kindness, and truthfulness. Our readers will find a good deal in them 
about Prudy, for so many things are always happening to her that the 
@uthor finds it Impossible to keep her ont.” 
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UWhers were 2 fow articles to be ironed fur tho bride, and Prudy had @ 
(mind to try the Jewish flatirons; 60, with Barbara's leave, she smoothed ovf) 
jeome handkerchiefs on a chair,” 


SPECIMEN OF ‘LITTLE PRUDY" CUTE 


SOPHIE MAY'S “LITTLE-FOLKS” BOOKS. 


LITTLE PRUDY’S STORY BOOK, 


This story book is a great favorite with the little folks, for it con- 
a just sucli stories as they like to hear their aunt, and older sister 
tell;'and ledrn them by heart and tell them over to one another as 
they set out the best infant tea-set, or piece a Daby-quilt, or dress 
‘dolls, of roll marbles. A book to put on the book-shelf in the play- 
|roor where Susie and Prndy, Captain Horkce, Cousin Grace, and sll 
the rest df the ‘ Little Prudy’ folks are kept.” — Vermont Record. 


‘LITTLE PRUDY’S COUSIN .GRACE) 


‘An exquisite picture of little-girl life at school and at home, and 
‘gives an éniterfaining account of a secret society which originated in 
ithe fertile brain of Grace, passed some comical resolutions at first, 
‘put was finally converted into a Soldier’s Aid Society. Fiill of life, 
ahd fife, and good advice; the latter sugar-coated, of course, tosnit the. 
tasth of little folks,”” = Press, 


LITTLE PRUDY’S DOTTY DIMPLE, 


“Dotty Dimplé is.the plague of Prudy’s life, and yet she loves her 
dearly. Both are rare articles in juvenile literature, as real as Eva 
and Topsy of ‘Uncle Totn’ fame. Witty and wise, full of sport and 
study, sometimes mixing the two in a confusing way, they run bub- 
bling through many volumes, and make everybody wish they could 
ever grow up ot change, they are so bright and cute.” 
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Siz Volumes. Illustrated. Comprising: — 


LITrus FOLKS ASTRAY. 
PBUDY KEEPING HOUSE.| 
AUNT MADGE'S STORY. 
LITTLE GRANDMOTHER.” 
LITTLE GRANDFATHER. 
MISS THISTLEDOWR, 


Brice 16 cents per volumy 
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LITTLE FOLKS ASTRAY. 


* This is a book for the little ones of the nursery or play-room. 
tt introduces all the old favorites of the Prudy and Dotty books with 
new characters and funny fucidents. It is a charming book, whole- 
some and sweet in every respect, and cannot [ail to interest children 
under twelve years of age.” — Christian Register. 


PRUDY KEEPING HOUSE. 


*‘ How she kept it, why she kept It, and what @ good time she had 
playing éook, and washorWoman, and froner, is told as only Sopair 
May can tell stories. All the funny sayings aud doiigs of the queer 
est and eunningest litlla woman ever ticked away ih the covers of a 
book will please little folks and grown penple alike." ~ Press. 


AUNT MADGE'S STORY. 


“Tells of alittle wfts of & girl, who gets Into every coneelvatile 
kind of scrape and out again with lightning rapidity, through ‘the 
whole pretty little book. How she nearly drowns her bosom friend, 
ond afterwards saves her by very romarkable display of little-girl 
courage. How she gots left by a train,af cars, hhd loses her Kitten 
and finds it again, and {a presented with o baby sister ‘come down 
from heaven,’ with lots of emast and funny sayings” — Bostor 
Traveller. 
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*As Dotty seized two locks of the Major’s hair, one in each hand, aad 
‘pulled them both as if she meant to draw them out by the roots, out they 
came! Yes, entirely out; and more than that, all the rest of his hair came 
‘too. His head was left as smooth as an apple. You see how it was, He wore 
‘a wig, and just for play had slyly unfastened it, and allowed Miss Dotty to pull 
it off. The perfect despair of ber little face amused him vastly, but he did not 
a@mile; he looked very severe. ‘See what you have done,’ said he, Major Lay- 
@ie's entire head of hair lay at her fect, as brown and wavy ag ever it wae 
Dotty looked at it with horror. The idea of scalping a man.” 

a 


SPECIMEM OF "DOTTY DIMPLE” ILLUSTRATIONS, 
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DOTTY DIMPLE AT SCHOOL. 


“‘ Miss Dotty is a peremptory little body, with a great deal of human 
nature in her, who wins our hearts by her comic speeches and funny 
ways. She complains of being bewitched by people, and the wind 
* blows her out,’ and she thinks if her comrade dies in the snow-sterm 
she will be ‘dreadfully ’shamed of it,’ and has rather a lively time 
with all her (rials in going to school.” —WNew York Citizen. 


DOTTY DIMPLE AT PLAY. 


«Charming Dotty Dimple’ as she is so universally’styled, has be 
come decidedly a favorite with young ‘and old, who are alike pleased 
with her funny sayings and doings.  DoTry at Piay will be found 
very attractive, and the children, especially the girls, will be delighted 
with her adventures.’ — Boston Express, 


DOTTY DIMPLE’S FLYAWAY.. 


“This is the final volume of the Dorry Diupxe Sextes. It relates 
how little Flyaway provisioned herself with cookies and spectacles and 
got lost on a little hill while seeking to mount to heaven, and what a 
Precious alarm there was until she was found, and the subsequent joy 
at her recovery, with lots of quaint speechs and funny incidents.” — 
North American, 

A Little Red Riding-Hoodish story, sprightly smd takingly told.” <= 
American Farmer. 
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DOTTY GOING WEST 


“*Ploasa stop,” said Dotty faintly, and the boy came to her, elbowing. ‘I 
Want come of that pop-corn somuch! I could buy it if you'd hold this baby 
till I put my hand in my pocket.’ The youth laughed, but for the sake of 
“making a trade’ set down his basket and took tho ‘enfant terrible,’ There 
as an instant attack upda his hair, which was so long and straggling as te 


“prove an easy prey to the enemy.” 


SPECIMEN OF “DOTTY DIMPLE” ILLUSTRATIONS 
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DOTTY DIMPLE AT HER GRANDMOTHER'S, 


“Soruigz May’s excellent pen has perhaps sever written anything 
more pleasing to children, especially little girls, than Dorry Dineie 
If the little reader who follows Dotty through these dozen chapters, — 
from her visit to her grandmother to the swing under the trees, —he 
or she will say: ‘It has been a treat to react about Dotty Dimple, she's 
so cunning.’ ’ — Herald of Gospel Liberty. 


DOTTY DIMPLE OUT WEST. 


“Dotty's trip was jolly. In the cars where she saw so many people 
that she thought there'd be nobody left in any of the houses, she offers 
to hold someboily's baby, and when it begins to ery she stuffs pop-cor 
{nto its mouth, nearly choking It to death, Afterwards, in pulling a 
man’s hair, she is horrified at seeing his wig come off, and gasps out 
*O dear, dear, dear, [ didn't know your hair was so tender.’ Alto- 
gether, she is the cunninglst chick that ever lived.’ — Oaford Preas, 


DOTTY DIMPLE AT HOME 


“This little book is as full of spice as any of its predecessors. and 
Well sustains the author's reputation as the very cleverest of all writers 
of this specles of children's books, Were there any doubt on this 
point, the matter might be easily tested by inquiry in half the house- 
holds in the city, where the book is being revelled over,."’ — Boston 
Game Journal. 


‘ 
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LITTLE PRUDY'S CAPTAIN HORACE, 


*You wide-awake little boys, who make whistles of willow, and go fishing 
fand training, —Horace is very much like you, J suppose. ‘He ig by to means 
perfect, but he is brave and kind, and scorns a lie, I hope you and he will 


shake bands and be friends,” 


SPEOUMEN OF ILLUSTRATIONS TO PRODY BOOKS) 


SOPHIE MAY'S “LITTLE-FOLKS* BOOKS. 


DOTTY AT PLAY. 


Six Volumes. Illustrated. Comprising :— 


DOTTY DIMPLE AT HER GRANDMOTHER'S, 
DOTTY DIMPLE OUT WEST. 
DOTTY DIMPLE AT HOME. 
DOTTY DIMPLE AT PLAY. 
DOTTY DIMPLE AT SCHOOL. 
DOTTY DIMPLE’S FLYAWAY. 


fm 2 neat box. Price 75 cents per volume. 
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pase hla : 


“By and | byt the reolts came to the kitchen ih window, which was open, and 


put in their r noses. to. ask for something to eat. Flaxie gave them pieees of 
bread,')” 


ee 


‘SPECIMEN OF CUT.TO “FLAXIZ FRIZZLE SERIES.” 
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FLAXIE’S TWIN COUSINS. 


™ Another of those sweet, natural child-stories in which the heroine 
does and says just such things as actual, live, flesh children do, is the 
one before us. And what is still better, each incident points a moral. 
The illustrations are a great addition to the delight of the youthful 
reader. It is just such beautiful books as this which bring to our 
minds, in severe contrast, the youth's literature of our early days— 
the good little boy who diet young and 1 the -bad little boy who went 
fishing on Sunday ani died in prison, “ete. , ete, to the end_of the 
threadbare, improbable chapter."’ — Run ‘aU New Yorker. 


— 


FLAXIE’S KITTYLEEN. 


“Kitty. “eN—one of the Flaxie Frizzle series—is a genuinely 
‘helpful as well as delightfully entertaining story. ‘ihe nine-year-old 
Flaxie is worried, beloved, and disciplined by a bewitching three-year- 
old tormenter, whose accomplished mother allows her to prey upon 
the neighbors. ‘Everybody felt the care of Mrs. Garland’s children. 
‘There were six of. them, and their mother was always painting china, 
She did it beautifully, with graceful vines trailing over it, and golden 
butterflies ready to alight on sprays of lovely flowers. Sometimes the 
neighbors thought it would be a fine thing if she would keep her litue 
ones at home rather more ; put, if she had done that, she could not 
have painted china’ 2— Chicago’ Tribwic, 


—— 


"PLAXIE GROWING UP. 


“No more charming stories for the little ones were ever written; 
than those comprised in the three seriés which have for several year? 
past been from time to time added to juvenile Jiterature, by Sormué 
May, \They have réceived the unqualified praise of | many of the most 
practical scholars of New England for their charming simplicity ant 

uurity of sentiment’ Whe delightful story shows the gradual kmprove 

nent of dear little Flaxie’s character under the various disciplines of, 
child-life and the sweet intluence of a good and happy homes The 
Justiations are charming pictures.’ — Hone Jounal, 
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“The noxt day it rained so hard ‘the water couldn't catch its breath,’ bet, 
she Little Pitchers were eager to go to school.” 


ILLUSTRATION TO “FLAXIZ FRIZZLE SERIBS,” 
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FLAXIE FRIZZLE. 


““ PLAXIE Frizzve is the successor of Dotty Dimplé, Little Prndy, 
Flyaway, and the other charming child creations of that inimitable 
writer for children, SopHte May. ‘here never Was a healthy, fun- 
loving child born into this world.that, at one stage or another of its 
growth, wouldn’t be entertained with Sornie May’s books.™ For that 
matter, It is not safe for older folks to look into them, unless they iu- 
tend to read them through.; FLaxre FR1zZ.& will be found as bright 
and pleasant reading as the others.’” — Boston Journal. 


FLAXIE’S DOCTOR PAPA, 


“Sopu1e May understands children. Her books.are not books 
about them merely. She seems to know precisely how they feel, and 
she sets them before us, living and breathing in her pages. Flaxie 
Frizzle is a darling, and ber sisters, brothers, and cousins are just the 
sort of little folks with whom careful mothers would like their boys 
and girls to associate, The story is a bright, breezy, wholesome narra- 
tive, and it is full of mirth and gayety, while” its"moral teaching ts ex- 
cellent.’’ — Sunday School Times. 


FLAXIE’S LITTLE. PITCHERS. 


of Little Flaxie will secure a warm place in the hearts of all at once. 
Here is her little picture. Her"name was ‘Mary Gray, but they called 
her Flaxie Frizzle, because she had light curly hair that frizzled; and 
jShe had a curly nose, —that is, her nose curled | up at the end a wes 
‘bit, Just enough to make it look cunning. Her cheeks were rosy red, 
‘and she was so fat that when Mr. Snow, the postmaster, saw her, h= 
avid, ‘How d’ye do, Mother Bunch ?!.2— Boston Home-Journal, 


‘SOPHIE MAY’S “LITTLE-FOLKS” BOOKS: 


LITTLE GRANDMOTHER. 


“She played in the old garret, with Dr. Moses to attend her dolls whet 
they wore sick.” 


ILLUSTRATION TO “LITTLE PRUDY'S. FLYAWAY SERIES ' 
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PRUDY KEEPING HOUSE. 


“'Oh. witat a fascinating creature,’ said the Man ip tho Moon, making ar 
eye-pli £5 with his thumb and fore-finger, and or at tho lady boarder. ‘Are 


gou « widow, mem?*” 
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LITTLE GRANDMOTHER. 


“ Grandmother Parlen when a little girl is the subject. Of course! 
that was ever so long ago, when there were no lucifer matches, and’ 
steel and tinder were used to light fires; when soda and saleratus ha@* 
neyer beén heard of, but people made their pearl ash by soaking 
burnt crackers in water; when the dressmaker and thé tailor and 
the shoemaker went from house to house twice & year to make the 
(dresses and coats of the family." — Tyanveript. 


LITTLE GRANDFATHER. 


“The story of Grandfather Parlen’s little boy life, of the days of 
knee breeches and cocked hats, full of odd incidents, queer and quaint 
sayings, and the customs of ‘ ye olden time.’ These stories of Sopnig 
May's are go charmingly written that older folks may well amuse 
themselves by reading them. The same warm sympathy with child- 
hocd, the earnest naturalness, the novel charm of the preceding 
volumes wil] be found in this.” —Christian Messenger, 


MISS THISTLEDOWN. 


“Ona of the queerest of the Prudy family. Read the chapter 
heads and you wil) see just how much fun there must be in it: 
‘Fly's Heart,’ ‘Taking a Nap,’.‘Going to the Fair," ‘The Dimple 
‘Dot,’ ‘ The Hole in the Home,’ ‘The Little Bachelor,’ ‘ Fly’s Blue- 
beard,’ ‘ Playiny Mamma," ‘ Butter Spots,’ ‘Polly's Secret,’ ‘ The Snow 
Man,’ ‘The Ow} and the Humming-Bird,’ ‘Tallte of Hunting Deer, 
and ‘The Pazlen Patchwork.’ *’ - 


